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‘HUNGRY Honey P 


GIRL: No, I’m not hungry. Just looking. 


CUPID: Just looking, she says! “Lovelorn Maiden Gazes 
Yearningly at Valentine, and says she’s—” 


GIRL: Smart-aleck! Know-it-all! Instead of poking fun 


NEVER IGNORE at me, you might try to help! 


"PINK 
TOOTH BRUSH” 


CUPID: Me help you? Why don’t you stop moping 
long enough to help yourself? Smile at men. Gleam 
at ’em, give ’em the old glitter. They'll eat it up! 


GIRL: And then have stomach-ache! You should see 
my smile, Cupid. Looks as though it got dragged along 
a country road. I clean my teeth faithfully, but— 


CUPID: No sparkle, eh? And “pink” on your 
tooth brush? 


GIRL: Well, now that I think of it— 


CUPID: Now that you think of it! You beanhead! 
“Pink” is a warning to see your dentist. Let him 
figure out what’s what. He may say it’s just a case of 
soft foods robbing your gums of exercise. If so, he'll 
probably suggest “the helpful stimulation of 

Ipana and massage.” 


GIRL: And then, as I’m walking out, he'll hand mea » 
box containing one bright smile— 


CUPID: Nitwit, bright smiles depend largely on firm, 4 
healthy gums. Ipana not only cleans teeth—it’s 
designed, with gentle massage, to help gums. If your 
dentist suggests massage with Ipana, start right in | 
...and Baby, you'll be on the way to a smile | 
that'll have men eating their hearts out for you! 


IPANA*ann MASSAGE 


Product of Bristol-Myers 


FEBRUARY, 1947 


} 
y 
fs 
——i— 


\ 
nee ae Oe he 


VOL. 27, NO. 3 
a ee eae een ce 


According to our request-letters, | Noe ane ones FEN swe oa UE NOME Rede CTE ete Ia sapere by Ken Alden ic 
it’s alt. th t | . , iets gre bath ard leh lps eae cure LMCI MID a Cig ONG EUIO, SORA o Ole: \ocb! 8a 0/0 9 9 9 2 « 
ae ieee Tune DO Paeer ve What’s New From Coast To Coast..................... by Dale Banks 12 
ae D iI So i i An Explanation To Our Readers...................... ee 21 
aN a h a Th Eee ean i I Asked For A Home—A Queen For a Day Story......... by Eileen Jones 22 3 
ere they ll be—pages o riendly Pepper Young’s Family Finds A Girl For Joe =. ................... . 24 3 
at-home pictures to bring you up - Anyone Can Make Mistakes!—A One Man’s Family Story............... 26 ‘ 
to date on Stella and her family, Mr. District Attorney—A Picture-Story.... . SLO ae aly oe 28 i 
and show you what they’re doing Between the Bookends..... ................ eee by Ted Malone 32 : 
these days. The Best of Everything—Cover Girl Ginny Simms... ................. 34 | 
* * * The Noe and The Hairecut—Durante-Moore in Pictures................ 36 | 
Backstage Wife (Mary Noble) Life ‘Can Be. Beautiful! (3.0000) Seng es eee 40 
mchcractomhuchanlinecoment SIt’s A: Honeymoon ese Se eho cee by George A. Putnam 42 | 
“alkaaal fn Gees h Portia Blake Settles A Point of Wawa. ce we a) Ara 44. { 
eines, We The Little Girl Next D N 
relntivesitunniout tobemecenie e Little Girl Next Door—Norma Jean Nilsson? see: hd a 46 | 
ee Cc d Visit The Kay K 48 
what they eee likats Sent ome an isit @ Nay TIN YSORS oH Meo iie eee iw ce tein ole ie enone ee oa Re 
Road of Life—In Living Portraits.............. 0.0000 sce e cece neee 52 
month's picture-story, and an ex- For B Living: 
citing one it is. OF ne ener are , , 
2 ze Pe Around The World in a Sauceboat................ by Kate Smith 56 
; Easy As It Looks (Julie Stevens Decorates) ...................... 58 
Stories too on Tom Breneman, Yours Alone (Louise Fitch’s Wardrobe) ........................ 59 
Roy Rogers, Patti Clayton, Judy Specs Appeal (Joan Edwards ALIA) Foiuaaee sao Shae Ue ee val 
Canova—Biographies of radio Inside Radio—Program Guide® 202.2). 03) Oo. 2 oe 60 
people whose careers are in the Information Booth—Your Questions Answered....................... 78 
making, -and more information Introducing: Judy Canova, Page 3; Ethel Smith, Henry Morgan, Page 4; 
about those you already know— King Cole Trio, Page 18; Agnes Moorehead, Page 19. 
Decoration, Food, and Fashion by ON THE COVER—Ginny Simms. CBS Song Star. Color Portrait by MGM 
stars who are as vitally interested Le are pore aero Aeieeee 
pence ies 08 Ou ate Resets eats 2 eae ene Sean 


lee VES 

EASIER TO MANAGE WHEN You USE 

THE NEW : 
SUPREME 


COLD WAVE 
HOME KIT 


No other Cold Wave leaves hair 
softer, more lustrous, more beautis 
fully waved. Laboratory tested, 
Charm-Kurl is SAFE to use on any 

type of natural hair. It’s so easy to do 

—takes only 2 to 3 hours, yet the 
curls and waves will last months and 
months. Many women help each other 


1 and thrill to the fact «‘They’ve saved | | 
[ up to $14.00 each.” Ideal too, for Vow ¢ | 
we children. Satisfaction guaranteed or Only j = | 


ee 


| Dee Balla, famous Chicago model 
| R says: “I use Charm-Kurl Supreme 
Mi to keep my haur perfectly coiffured.” 


money back. 


PLUS 14c TAX ; 
) in (Canada $1.35 "i 


ay 
Nw 
7 


: . Sitroducing 


JUDY CANOVA 


UICK, when you hear the name 
Judy Canova, of what do you think 
first? Right. Braids, straw hats, 

high shoes—and corn! But the young 
lady who has her own show on the 
NBC network, at a choice time (Satur- 
days, 10 PM, EST) is the farthest thing 
from a country bumpkin! 

- In the first place, Judy, who was born 
n Florida some 28 years ago, comes 
rom an illustrious family. Her mother, 
Henrietta Perry Canova isa descendant 
of Commodore Perry and the Canova 
branch of the family lists among its 
amous members the sculptor, Antonio 
Canova, whose works were in wide de- 
“mand in the early 19th Century. In the 
“second place, Judy started out as a 
‘long-hair,” beginning her music studies 
under the tutelage of her mother. 

The thing that side-tracked Judy 

from an operatic goal was her radio 


1937. Judy’s cut-ups on that pro- 
gram received such wide notice that 
he was offered stage and radio en- 
gagements for her zany type of comedy 
that were just too good to turn down. 
_ Today, Judy’s activities line up some- 
ing like this—she’s under contract to 
olumbia Pictures, she has her own 
[BC show and, in between, she man- 
S personal appearances. 
Judy has decided that since she didn’t 
mn out to be an opera singer, she’s 
satisfied to settle for being a sort of 
eminine counterpart of the late Will 
jogers. Actually, to a large degree, 
ambition has already een 
eved. Her comments on the hap- 
ngs of the day have the keen in- 
ght and perspective that characterized 
the beloved Rogers’ wit. One nice ex- 
was Judy’s remark when the 
ropean phase of this World War II 
‘declared ended. She quipped, 
Now, if Congress would only come to 
ms, we'd only have one war to fight.” 
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appearance on the Paul Whiteman show: 


You can catch 
a cold shoulder 
in mink, Pet! 


Eseries ~ 


Os enn 


without any noticeable 
moisture. And heavy furs... 
warm woolen clothes... in- 
crease your chance of offending. 


OU should be a heatte 
throb in mink, Honey. 
But that dreamy coat can 


leave you out in the cold 

it sae : 

If you forget that even in win- 
ter there’s a heat wave under 
your arms. For odor can form 


So always ...after your bath 
washes away past perspifa- 
tion... guard against future 
underarm odor. Use Mum. 


1. Safe for skin. No irritating crystals. Snow-white 
Mum is gentle, harmless to skin. 


better 
because 


its Sate 


Mum is economical, too. Doesn’t dry out in 
the jar—stays smooth and creamy. Quick, 
easy to use—even after you're dressed. a 


2. Safe for clothes. No harsh ingredients in 
Mum to rot or discolor fine fabrics. 


3. Safe for charm. Mum gives sure protec- 
tion against underarm odor all day or all 
evening. 


Ce 


Arr pe oN 


For Sanitary Napkins — Mw 7s gentle, safe, dependable ...ideal for this use, too. 


sidered the foremost exponent of the Samba, 

Rhumba and other Latin American rhythms on 
the electric organ. She’s familiar to radio audi- 
ences as a guest star on major variety programs, a 
guest who returns and returns once the public has 
heard her. 

Born in Pittsburgh, Miss Smith was educated at 
Carnegie Institute of Technology where she studied 
German, Spanish, French in addition to the organ and 
piano. 

She went to California on a personal appear- 
ance tour. One day she was asked to accompany a 
singer at one of the Hollywood studios and there she 
noticed an electric organ. Until she tried playing 
it, she had never found an organ that would give full 
liberty to her fine finger action and speed. She was 
fascinated by the new organ and managed to visit the 
studio daily to practice on it, until she was sent to 
Florida with a trio. 

Ethel was a traveling lady. She made three trips 
to Cuba and the South American countries. Wherever 
she went, she always contrived to live among the 


\ American as her name, Ethel Smith is still con- 


Dil udictiog WENRY MORGAS 


He auctioned off a network—vice-president by vice-president! 


who has injected the first real touch of originality 

into radio comedy with his wit, sharp satire? The 
only way to find out—because interviewing him won’t 
tell you—is to listen to his program on ABC, Wednes- 
days at 10:30 PM, EST. 

A good looking, blue-eyed, brown-haired chap, 
neatly dressed, Morgan might be mistaken for what 
he likes to call ‘the average man.” That is, until he 
opens his mouth. 

According to Morgan, he was born of mixed par- 
entage—man and woman—on the day before April 
Fools Day, 1915. A native New Yorker, he started 
poking fun at radio years ago when, at the age of 17, 
he went to work as a page boy for WMCA, New York, 
at eight dollars a week. He discovered very soon, 
however, that a page boy’s opinions concerning pro- 
grams, announcer or talent were not only not so- 
licited, they were not welcome. In spite of a bit of 
discomfort here and there on the staff, however, 


Were is this Henry Morgan—the brash young man 


Morgan did work himself up to an announcer’s job — 


at WMCA before he moved over to WABC. He 
wasn’t with WABC very long before he went to 


Hoge WME SMITH 


Only her music is Latin—she’s as United States as apple pie 


people of those countries, studying their customs, 
their languages and, especially their music. It was 
inevitable that she should combine the exotic music 
of Latin America and her love for playing the organ. 
She began to make more and more successful appear- 
ances in Cuba and South America and it was while 
she was playing there that an executive of a tobacco 
company asked her to return to New York for a 
commercial radio show. 

Besides winning herself a reputation of being vir- 
tually an artist of South America, Miss Smith, through 
her study of Latin languages, became a central figure 
in diplomatic circles. Many of the American news 
correspondents and commentators sought her out as 
an interpreter, sometimes even as a good-will ambas- 
sador, because of her fine understanding of the people. 

Since her return, Ethel Smith has made her mark 
in the film world too. She’s appeared in pictures like 
“Bathing Beauty,” “George White’s Scandals,” “Twice 
Blessed,” “Easy to Wed,” “Cuban Pete” and “Walt 
Disney’s Carnival.” Her recordings are not to be 
sneered at, either, what with “Tico, Tico,” ‘“Lero, 
Lero” and “Bon Ti Bi Atreveido.” 


WCAU in Philadelphia. 

Returning to New York, Morgan was hired by 
WOR as an announcer. Among his chores was an- 
nouncing dance bands from remote spots. Finally, 
WOR decided to give him a once-a-week program on 
which he could do all the kidding he wanted—a mat- 
ter of self-protection from the station’s point 
of view. 

After a row with the executives at WOR, which he 
gleefully related in detail to his radio audience, he 
went on the air and auctioned off the whole network, 
station by station, vice-president by vice-president, 
for $83. The announcers he sold in pairs—“so they 
wouldn’t be lonely.” 

Early in 1943, Morgan went into the Army. Upon 
his discharge in the fall of 1945, he picked up with 
Here’s Morgan on WJZ. Then he went west and 
married actress Isobel Gibbs. : 

At long last he returned to New York and the 
Henry Morgan Show finally went on the air. After 
three broadcasts, Henry got another target for his 
wit—a sponsor. Morgan is one of the few in radio 

’ whose contract allows him to kid his sponsors. 
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“BANG Went BettyS CHANCES! 


T WAS HER FIRST real party 


... to launch her properly,” 
Betty’s mother said. 


The nicest boys and girls in 
town were there, and that one boy 
in particular whom Betty was so 
sweet on. Everything went beauti- 
fully and there was no doubt that 
this gay little party was really put- 
ting Betty over . . .and then came 
the candle incident! And from that 
moment on Betty was not only 
Jaunched . . . she was sunk! 


News like that* gets around 
pretty fast and it can take a girl a 
long time to stage a come-back. 


How About You? 


How can anybody be so foolish as — 


to take chances with *halitosis 
(bad breath)? It’s often two 
strikes against you from the start. 
And you yourself may not realize 
when you have it. 


Why risk offending when 


Listerine Antiseptic is such a wona 
derful precaution against off-color 
breath? So many smart people, 
popular people never, never 
omit it. 
Before Any Date 

Before any date, where you want 
to be at your best, simply rinse 
the mouth with this delightful 
antiseptic. 


Almost at once your breath 
becomes sweeter, fresher, less 


likely to offend. 


While some cases of halitosis 
are of systemic origin, most cases, 
say some authorities, are due to 
the bacterial fermentation of tiny 
food particles clinging to mouth 
surfaces. 


Listerine Antiseptic halts such 
fermentation, then overcomes the 
odors fermentation causes. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY 
St. Louis, Missouri 


TERINE ANTISEPTIC For oRAt HYGIENE 


Hal McIntyre’s band spent five months over- 


séas, doesn’t mind one-night-stands now. 


If Hal (center) didn’t relax between 
numbers, he wouldn’t relax at all: 


Jean Carlton sings on 
CBS Sundays withthe 
Stradivari Orchestra. 


ES 


weeks the Broadway columns have been bulging 

with items that Harry James, Tommy Dorsey, 

Les Brown and other tune titans are thinking of 
calling it quits. Now that they have made their 
reputations and riches, they are weary of the arduous 
one night stands, the theater dates and the strenuous 
five-shows-a-day, the nerve-racking recording dates. 
Harried ballroom operators are finding it increas- 
ingly difficult to book big-name attractions and the 
smoke of battle still hangs over the lush sanctums 
of Broadway booking offices as the agents tangle 
with the tired and temperamental baton-wavers. 

“T don’t ever want to see a bus again,” one de- 
jected horn tooter told me. “That’s where ulcers 
are born.” 

“All the money in the world can’t buy you a home- 
cooked meal when you’re making a quick hop be- 
tween Scranton and Shamokin,” complained a 
prominent leader as he stuffed himself with a Lindy 
pancake. ; 

Observing this crisis with more than casual interest 
is mild-mannered, friendly and philosophical Hal 
McIntyre, whose fine, experienced band is growing 
in stature with each date and each record. 

The McIntyre band spends seventy-five per cent 
of its time on the road and in theaters. The rigors of 
these travels are nothing new to tall, good-looking 
McIntyre. He got his indoctrination with Glenn Mil- 
ler’s band when that outfit hit the road and found on 
its bumpy pathway the key to popular music success. 

I cornered Hal between rehearsals for a new batch 
of Cosmo records, a brief interlude between ex- 
tensive road tour stops. 

“T can’t say that Harry James and Tommy are 


[veeks a major bandstand rebellion going on. For 


Kate Smith, National Chairman of the Sister 
Kenny Infantile Paralysis Fund Drive, takes 
over from last year’s chairman, Bing Crosby. 


crazy,” he said, “It’s a rough racket. But I don’t mind 
it. I couldn’t think of doing anything else and there’s 
no other way a band can reach its public and hold it.” 

McIntyre is mildly amused when the now-prosper- 
ous musicians moan about the unpleasantries of road 
touring. He thinks it’s a cinch compared to the con- 
ditions he and his boys experienced when they went 
Overseas to entertain our troops. His was the only 
major dance band to undertake the trip. 

Hal was too modest to recount his experiences but 
others are eager to tell how Hal’s band started with 
an audition at the Olympia Stadium in Paris, swept 
eastward and across Germany, traveling in trucks, 
so the band could start performing at ten minutes 
notice. It played in enlisted men’s clubs, open fields, 
Tain or shine, improvised theaters, wherever enough 
Gl’s were around who wanted to hear a bit of home- 
made American jazz. All told, the band spent five 
months overseas and gave shows before 450,000 
swing-happy soldiers. 

“T remember a long time ago seeing a play called 
‘Gentlemen Of The Press,’” he said. “The hero was 
a reporter whose wife burns ’cause he’s never around 
at important times like wedding anniversaries, baby 
birthdays, and Christmas week. 

“Today, that gives me a laugh. Baby birthdays! 
Look, when our first baby was born in Hartford, 
know where I was?—playing a date in Toronto. It 
Was seven weeks before I could get to see June, my 
wife, and the kid. You got any kids? You know, 
then, how agonizing those seven weeks could be?” 

Last year Hal and his wife had another baby. Birth- 
place was the same, dear old Hartford. But this time 
Hal was in Salt Lake City! 

“But I couldn’t wait this time. I chartered a plane!” 


Newest’ disc jockey is famous sports an- 
nouncer Ted Husing, on New York's WHN 


Paul Whiteman, who started the Joe Mooney 


Quartet on their way, now M.C.’s the 
group’s own program, Monday nights, ABC. 


SORE 
OSES 


Sigmund Romberg, who has composed some of America’s 
favorite music, is currently on concert tour. Listen 
for him as a summer replacement for an evening show. 


Hildegarde Loretta Sell—better known 
as The Incomparable Hildegarde—lights 
up CBS’s Campbell Room, Sundays at 9. 


The most unforgettable moment in Hal’s life was 
the time he and his band were hustling to Columbus, 
Ohio, from a one-nighter in Indianapolis. They 
stopped at a roadside diner for coffee. George Moffett, 
MclIntyre’s manager, got into a hot dispute with one 
of the musicians. The owner of the diner, somehow, 
got mixed in enough to leap from behind the counter 
and crash a baseball bat in Moffett’s direction. Hal 
jumped towards the diner proprietor, who then 
grabbed a 12-gauge shot gun, and pumped two bullets 
which tore through the wall. 

“A couple of million Nazis never saw me long 
enough to shoot at me,” Hal said. “It took a hash 
house owner in Indianapolis to do that.” 

* * * 

All is not well with several big network radio 
shows that emphasize musical personalities. There’is 
talk of a backstage feud between Benny Goodman 


Three weekly shows leave Perry 
Como no time for fun and family. A 
weekly half hour may be the answer. 


and Victor Borge, who merge their talents on NBC 
each Monday. The Alice Faye-Phil Harris stanzas 
are due for complete overhauling, and both the Ginny 
Simms and Dinah Shore listener ratings are dis- 
appointing their respective sponsors. 


Night club business in New York and other key 
cities is way off form. One of the few major spots 
that is doing capacity business is the Hotel Roosevelt 
in Gotham where the reliable Guy Lombardo band 
holds forth. One major hotel dancing spot had less 
than two dozen diners the night we canvassed it, 
despite the fact that a very well known orchestra 
was on the bandstand. é 3 ; 


The reason you haven’t been hearing Ginny Simms 
on phonograph records is because the record company 
she signed with, ARA, went out of business. However, 
within a few months Ginny should be reaching the 
juke boxes again singing under the Sonora label. 
* * * 

Ted Husing, the sports gabber, is the latest disc 
jockey, talking and spinning records over WHN. He 
is reported to be the highest priced record commen- 


tator on the air. 
* Fee 


“Archie’s Little Love Song,” Duffy’s Tavern’s new 
comedy song was actually penned by Hoagy “Star- 


dust” Carmichael. 
* * * 


Look for Perry Como to have his own half hour 
show on CBS in 1947, dropping his three-times-a- 
week NBC shots. Perry, who came up the hard way, 
via barbering and mine work, wants to thoroughly 
enjoy his belated prosperity by lazying around and 
playing plenty of golf. 

* * * 


Friends are still confident that the Sinatras will 
be reconciled altho that dramatic night club patch-up, 
engineered by comedian Phil Silvers, was not the 
final solution. g i “ oh 

Lena Horne has signed a recording contract with 


the new Black and White company. She’ll feature 
songs from MGM movies. 


Skin morning-fresh 

after a dewy “cream 
bath” the Woodbury- Wonderful 
Way. Even Baby Sharon ap- 
proves! As Elyse says: “‘An early- 
morning face-do—with Wood- 
bury Complete Beauty Cream— 
beautifies my skin as it cleanses!’ 


| 6 P.M. | Luscious-looking Elyse 
with her football-star 


husband, Tommy Harmon. Her 
skin sparkles fresh, lovely, after 
another Woodbury - Wonderful 
cleansing. ““W oodbury Complete 
Beauty Cream whisks off studio 


y? 


grime... leaves my skin glowy! 


‘= 


That "Always-Fresh Look” 


this Woodbury-Wonderful Way 


Cleanse with Woodbury Com- 
plete Beauty Cream. Tissue off. 
Repeat creaming for plus- 
softening. Tissue. Splash with 
cold water—skin glows with 
that “Always-Fresh Look’’! 


FOR SPECIAL SKIN PROBLEMS 
Very Dry Skin: First cleanse. 
Soften with Woodbury Special 
Dry Skin Cream—Vitone-rich! 
Under make-up, Woodbury 
Creampuff Powder Base. 


Oily Skin: Woodbury Lique- 
fying Cleansing Cream—melts 
on skin. Finish with Woodbury 
Vanishing Facial Cream to 
check shine. Purifying Stericin 
in all Woodbury Creams. 


Look... 


Lovely star, Elyse Knox, has it... 
skin sparkling-fresh all day long. 
“For cleansing that beautifies, too—it’s 


Woodbury Complete Beauty Cream!” 


T Lyae nox. 


featured in Monogram’s Cinecolor picture 


“BLACK GOLD” 


WOODBURY 
Complilé 
BEAUTY CREAM 


WOODBURY 


i 


BEAUTY ‘CREAM 


around the lac. thelbodbury Wade Way 


Co 


1 PRERENGERS CE 
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Beautifies as it cleanses. 
Contains four rich oils 
to soften and smooth 
tiny dry-skin lines. 


Bee ine 


Weenies 


SN 


11 P.M. Woodbury time again. 
Another skin-glow 
cleansing with Woodbury Cream. 
“And”’, says Elyse, ‘“‘a thin film 
to soften dryness overnight.” 
Try this Woodbury - Wonderful 


way, girls, to keep your skin 
Always-Fresh around the clock! 
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THIS WINTER 


SPARKLING COLOR—let Nestle Golorinse 
take away that dull-drab look. You'll be 
fhritled when you see how Nestle Colc- 
rinse gives your hair richer, warmer color. 


GLAMOROUS 
HIGHLIGHTS 
—ginse dancing 
highlights inte 
your hair. See how 
these sparkling 
highlights mcke 
your eyes and your 


whole face leck 


SiL KEN SHEEN— 
“tHe loves hair that’s 
silken-soft, satiny- 
smooth fo touch. Let 
Nestle Colorinse give 
your hair this won- 
derful sheen. Try it 
today — after you 
shampoo! 


4—" Ask your beautician for an Opalescent Creme Wave 
re by Nestle— originators of permanent waving. 


Nestle 
COLORINSE 


In10¢ and 25¢ sizes. 
At beauty counters 
: everywhere. 


of RE 
Delicately perfumed Nesile 
Hairiae keeps all styles of f > 
hairdos looking well-groomed 
throughout the day. Also adds |i 
sheen and lustre to your hair. on 
2¥4 oz. bottie 25¢ ee 
Heth, wairrac 
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FREDDY MARTIN: 

Hits the juke jackpot again with the lovely “Once Upon a 
Moon” which gives the Martinmen plenty of opportunities to 
inject their symphonic styles. “You Are Everything To Me” is 
pleasant stuff on the reverse. (Victor) 

HARRY JAMES: 

The strenuous horn of the James boy makes this wrapup of 
“Tf I’m Lucky” and “One More Kiss” a wax winner. (Columbia) 
GREAT GILDERSLEEVE: 

Our old radio friend presents a heart-warming album of chil- 
dren’s stories which includes Hansel and Gretel and Brave 
Little Tailor. A gift goodie. (Capitol) 

NORO MORALES: 

One of the best interpreters of Latin American rhythms shines 
with “Carmencita,” a guaracha, and “Vem Vem,” a samba. 
(Majestic) i 
DUKE ELLINGTON: 

Hard to find anything to top Ellington in style, arrangements, 
musicianship. His newest disc, “Just Squeeze Me” and the 
torrid “Swamp Fire” proves all this. (Victor) 

VAUGHN MONROE: 

The muscular baritone has put out a new album of dream songs 
none of his many fans will want to:miss. (Victor) 

EDDY HOWARD: 

A singer who is getting more and more attention keeps up the 
pace with “The Girl That I Marry” and “You Are Everything 
To Me.” (Majestic) 

LARRY GREEN: 

A new pianist-conductor who evidently was nurtured on old 
Eddy Duchin records, shows off his flashy Steinway with “For 
You, For Me,” and “Either It’s Love Or It Isn’t,” two brand 
new movie tunes. (Victor) 

PAUL WESTON: 

A capable arranger issues an album of oldies like “Deep 
Purple,” “Blue Moon,” and “You Go To My Head” that wins 
the nostalgia blue ribbon. (Capitol) 

SAMMY KAYE: 

Two new Hit Parade hits, “And Then It’s Heaven” and “Why 
Does It Get So Late So Early” get the familiar Kaye hijinks 
but manage to survive. (Victor) 

WOODY HERMAN: 

The distinctive Herman vocal on “No, Don’t Stop” makes this 
a standout. “Heaven Knows” is on the back, where it belongs. 
On a 12 inch platter Herman turns his orchestra over to com- 
poser Igor Stravinsky for the weird and wild “Ebony Con- 
certo.” (Columbia) 

JACK SMITH: 

Radio’s sparkling singer gives out with “Je T’Adore” and “Why 
Did I Have To Fall in Love” for good returns. (Capitol) 
PEGGY LEE: 

Spirited singing with “It’s A Good Day” and the more mellow 
“He’s Just My Kind.” (Capitol) 

SLIM GAILLARD: 

Groovy “School Kids Hop” and “Chicken Rhythm.” (Majestic) 
DARDANELLE TRIO: 

Something different and worth trying is this new instrumental 
unit pairing the lovely “September Song” with the disturbing 
bluesy “When A Woman Loves A Man.” (Victor) 
GEORGIA GIBBS: 

One of our better canaries chirps “Is It Worth It?” and “The 
Things We Did Last Summer.” (Majestic) 
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sellers shown below. 


Bargain Book Club’! 


-- JUST PICK THE 
BOOK YOU WANT 


ERE is a sensational offer! Pick 
any one of the four big best- 
It’s yours for 
just a 3c stamp, as a New Member- 
ship Gift from “America’s Biggest 
These novels 


are best-sellers from coast to coast. 
Choose the one you want, for just a 
3c stamp. Also pick the one you want 
as your first Selection, at the Club’s 
bargain price. Take advantage of this 
amazing offer now! 


Angel or Devil... 

hich WAS She? 

T° the New England world, 

Jenny Hager was a right- 

eous woman. _But to the eight 

men who really knew her— 

father, husbands, sons, lovers 

—she was a shameless, pas- 
sionate she-devil ! 

500,000 readers have gasped 
at this amazing character— 
soon to be portrayed on the 
screen by HEDY LAMARR 
in a $2,000,000 production! _ 
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S a.member of “America’s Big- 
gest Bargain Book Club,” you not 
only receive best-selling novels (like 
those shown above) by today’s popular 
authors at the Club’s bargain price— 
you. ALSO receive FREE Bonus 
Books, masterpieces of world literature. 

For every two regular Club Selec- 
tions which you accept, you get one 
of these Bonus Books absolutely 
FREE. Typical examples of these 
classics are such works as Short 
Stories of DE MAUPASSANT; 


MEMBERSHIP IS FREE 


WeE want to give you, for just a 3c stamp, 


your choice of any of the 4 best-sellers 


shown at the top of this page—because they 
show the kind of books you can get at an 
amazing bargain price! 

Membership in “America’s Biggest Bar- 
gain Book Club” is FREE. And every month 
you may receive a popular best-seller by 
an author like Ben Ames Williams, John 


YOU DO NOT HAVE TO 


You do NOT have to accept each monthly 
Selection ; only six of your own choice dur- 
ing the year to fulfill your membership re- 
quirement. And each month the Club’s 
“Review” describes a number of other pop- 


Wicked Old New Orleans! 
DEVIL - MAY - CARE 
Stephen Fox landed in 
New Orleans, with a ten-dollar 
gold piece, a pearl stick-pin— 
and a swaggering audacity. 
But he gambled his way to 
wealth and power—won the 
blue-blooded Odalie—then her 
sister, Aurore—and finally, 
the sultry Desiree. 
“As sheer entertainment it 
will take backwater from 
nothing.”—Chicago Sun. 


AS 


have! 


price of $2.75 


Best Known Works of SHAKE- 
SPEARE; Tales from the DECAM- 
ERON; Seven Famous FRENCH 
NOVELS; Best Known Works of 
ZOIE AA SY ALINE INC TRIB SID Jal 1B 
EU ENIG Ee BYAIG 1S OF Ni ORE 
DAME, etc., etc. 


These Free Bonus Books are hand- 
somely and uniformly bound. Thus you 
steadily build an impressive, lifetime 
library of the greatest works of the great- 
est authors—a library that you will be 
proud to own and to display to others. 


"IN AMERICA'S BIGGEST 
BARGAIN BOOK CLUB" 


Steinbeck, Somerset Maugham, or Ernest 
Hemingway—selling at $2.50 and up in the 
publisher’s edition. But YOU can get your 
copy for ONLY $1.49! 

IN ADDITION, for every two Selections you 
accept, you get—FREE—a BONUS BOOK, a 
masterpiece by Poe, Balzac, Dumas, Ibsen, Vol- 
taire, etc. These BONUS BOOKS are umi- 
iformly bound; they grow into an impressive 
lifetime library. 


TAKE EVERY SELECTION 


ular best-sellers; so that, if you prefer 
one of these to the regular Selection, you 
may choose it instead. There are no mem- 
bership dues to pay; no further cost or 
obligation. 


SEND NO MONEY—JUST A 3c STAMP 


mendous saving—and that you ALSO get 
FREE bonus books—you will understand 
why this is “America’s Biggest Bargain 
Book Club.” Mail coupon now. 
Book League of America, Dept. MWG2 
Garden City, N. Y. 


Send coupon without money—just enclose 
a 3c stamp. Indicate in coupon the book you 
want for that 3c stamp—and also indicate 
the book you want as your first Selection. 
When you realize that you can get popular 
books like these month after month at a tre- 


He Knew the Whole 
Town's Secrets! 

a physician, Dan Field 
knew the intimate lives 
and loves of the townsfolk. 
Yet he hid a burning secret of 
his own—a forbidden love for 
the one woman he could not 


“GEE! Whataswell book !” 
says the Chicago Sun. Going 
like wildfire at publisher’s 


$145,000 in cash prizes! 


Fe { € he & F ye ¢ : ad ee 
| THE FOXES OF HARROW BEFORE THE SUN. IN A DARK GARDE 
PUES STAANGE WOMAN (:, Flaming Passion in GOES DOWN Even War Could Not 


Crush Their Love! 

eaten CHISHOLM sought 

_ escape from his passion for 
his brother’s wife by studying 
medicine. Then he became a sur- 
geon in the Confederate army, 
only to fall madly in love with 
Jane—who turned out to be a spy 
for the Union! Enemies in name, 
they shared a love so great that 
even the hatreds of war could not 
keep them apart.. 

“A beautiful love story ... 
action-packed reading . . . never- 
ending suspense.” 

—Chicago Tribune. 
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Your free "BONUS BOOKS" grow into a 


beautiful and 


impressive uniformly-bound library of great classics. 
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Mail This Coupon to 
BOOK: LEAGUE OF AMERICA 
Dept. MWG2, Garden City, N. Y. 


i enclose a 3c stamp. Please send me the book named 
elow: 


book: 


oe ee 
io” 


For every two monthly selections I accept, I will receive, 
FREE, a BONUS BOOK. However, I do NOT have to accept 
each month’s new selection, only six of my own choice 
during the year to fulfill my membership requirement. Each 
month I will receive the Club’s ‘‘Review’’ describing a num- 
ber of other popular best-sellers; so that if I prefer one of 
these to the regular Selection, I may choose it instead. 
I am to pay only $1.49 (plus few cents postage) for each 
Selection }) accept. There are no membership dues for me 
to pay; no further cost or obligation. 


ADDRESS.......---+-s00+..-. 2 


Zone No. 
(if any) 


CITY STATE...... 
If under 21 

Ours, -gagndcasdonotconcan sean: . age, please 

@ Slightly higher in Canada. Address 105 Bond St., Toronto 2, Canada. 


For “Archie’s Little Love Song” recently 
previewed on Duffy’s Tavern, Archie had a 


famous 


“collabowriter”, Hoagy Carmichael. 


Elaine Rost, CBS, 
plays all kinds of 
parts—children to 
old women — on 
daytime serials. 


Gracie, with fire in her eye, takes over the baton from 
orchestra leader Meredith Willson, on the Burns and Allen 
show, heard Thursday evenings at 8:30 P.M., EST, over NBC. 


of the nation’s most famous news commentators. It 

sometimes seems as though these men are deliberately 
trying to panic us. This, we feel, is a dangerous thing. 
Today, in a new year that is just getting under way, there 
is a deep need for calmness. The news, itself, is -often 
startling enough. We don’t need it pitched at us in a 
hysterical voice, we don’t need the excited “war voices” 
of 1938, ’39 and ’40. 

There is a crying need today for men who can talk to 
us in calm, confident tones. There is a need for men who 
can think clearly, who do not feel they can reach us only 
through sensational predictions and announcements. There 
is a need for men who know how to analyze, who do not 
mix gossip and rumor with facts. 

The rant and rave technique belonged to Hitler and his 
ilk. It should have been buried with them. It is not needed 
by men whose cause is just, who speak the truth. 

So why don’t the men at the microphones stop baat 
their fingernails, as they seem to be doing when they bring 
us a roundup of news? One of the surest ways to keep 
peace in the world is to keep our thoughts and our voices 
under control. We Americans are nervous enough as a 
people and the staccato, jittery voices coming at us of 
late have not been helping us or our cause in the world. 

ok * * 


We are happy to tell you that the Superman program, 
which we praised several months ago in this column, has 
just been given the “Page One Award” by the Newspaper 
Guild as the outstanding radio series of the year. And this 
was the show the wise ones said would flop because it dared 


By DAL Em 


Prone: Sunday night most of us tune in on two or three 


Visitor Fred MacMurray found Anita Gordon more interesting than Charlie McCarthy. 


to touch upon serious, rather than nonsensical, problems! 
f * * * 


Tom Breneman, that genial fellow you hear on the 
Breakfast In Hollywood show, is now tossing his hat in 
the millinery ring. He is heading a new firm called Tom 
Breneman Hat Fashions. And every month twelve ex- 
clusively designed chapeaux will be distributed to leading 
stores throughout the nation. All of this strikes us as 
rather odd, because Breneman has been making snide 
remarks about women’s hats for years. 

* * * 


-We shared a taxi with Guy Lombardo the other day as 
he made a quick rush across town from the radio studio 
to the Roosevelt Hotel, where his band is playing. We 
asked Guy why his brother, Carmen, had given up singing. 
Guy wouldn’t tell us. When we got to the bandstand with 
Guy, all brother Carmen would tell us is that he would 
rather stick to his sax and clarinet. 

* * * 


There were some ghosts present in the rafters of Mutual’s 
Longacre Theater in New York. All this can be explained 
when you know that the long-faced Basil Rathbone was 
in the studio doing an eerie broadcast for Exploring the 
Unknown: The apparitions were in the form of the ghosts 
of a gay comedy, “Command To: Love,” which played in 
the same theater way back in 1929. Rathbone was the star 
of that play and, all during air-show rehearsal, he kept 
complaining that he heard the “ghost-voices” of the past 
objecting to the fact that the theater had been turned into 
a radio studio. : 


BANKS 


Joan Barton, Patsy Bolton, and Parkyakarkus himself. 


Dennis Day brought his Mom and Pop along to NBC to meet guest star 
Jack Haley. Mom and Pop are Mr. and Mrs. Patrick McNulty, and their 
son is the Dennis of A Day in the Life of Dennis Day, heard Thursdays. 


“My logical successor”—that’s 
what John McCormick said of — 
Christopher Lynch, Irish tenor. 


Pilot, then reporter, then M.C. 


—that’s the experience of Stu 
Wilson of CBS’s Surprise Party. 


From one to another. Burl Ives, whose folk songs have 
captured the heart of many a radio listener, recently 
made another conquest. A man with a pork pie hat on 
his head and a pipe in his mouth drifted into the studio 
to hear Burl transcribe one of his shows. The man lis- 
tened attentively, then came over to Ives and said, “I 
wish I could sing like that.” Ives took a deep breath and 


gulped. The man in the hat was Der Bingle, yes, the - 


same Crosby who has made millions of dollars and friends 
singing his way. The really good ones, it seems, are never 
satisfied—not with themselves, at any rate. Maybe that’s 
how they get that way in the first place—good, we mean. 


* * * 


Bernard Pearse, ABC’s director of special events for 
television, went back to school recently. But this time, he 
went as a teacher and the place was Ithaca College in 
Ithaca, N. Y. Pearse taught his class the latest technique 
in the use of both live cameras and film in the coverage 
of special events. This latest wrinkle in college courses 
was started by the television department of ABC to help 
meet the growing demand for trained video personnel. 
The college kids, Pearse told us by phone, are crazy about 
his course. Gives the listener something to look forward 
to, also. Good training now should mean good video, 
when it gets going. : 


Many of you have written us asking the best method to 
break into the radio game. We’ve always stressed in- 
genuity.. Take the case of Maurie Webster, interviewer 
on the CBS Surprise Party show. Maurie told us that he 
got nowhere when, as a high school lad, he first applied 
for a job at a Tacoma radio station. But on his second 
visit, he arranged matters so that the station manager had 
to hear him. Maurie’s minister was slated for a broadcast 
talk, and Webster convinced the pastor that he should go 
along and introduce him to the radio audience. He did so 
well, the station manager hired him. 

* * * 


yea always take a risk of being mauled and pushed 
about when you go to see one F. Sinatra. But, we’ve 
known Frank since those lean days when he first got a 
job with Harry James’ band, so we “risked all” and 
dropped in at one of his rehearsals a short time ago. We 
talked about the trend from swing to sweet and then we — 
asked Frank how his fan clubs were going. Sinatra told 
us about a new one. It was formed by the tough studio 
crew who worked with the singer on his last picture. 
Frank is very proud of this new club, because the men 
who work on the movie sets are a hard-boiled, un- ~ 
sentimental sort. By the way, did you know that the 
thin one has fan clubs in 40 countries? People in far off 
places used to think of Babe Ruth as the typical American 
idol—now it is Frank Sinatra, who weighs about a third ~ 
of what the Babe did. ae 

Alan Young is taking piano lessons from Charlie Cantor, 
who, in the role of Zero, is featured on Alan’s programs 
Friday night on NBC. Young, who used to be a guitur 
player in a Canadian band, has a fair ear for music and 
is picking up the piano technique rather quickly. If you 
happen to get tickets for the Young show, here’s a tip. 
Don’t leave immediately after the show goes ofi the air—_ 
hang around as Cantor gives Young his weekly lesson. 

* * * e 


All of us have, at one time or another, hummed or 
sung “Stardust.” Now, Hoagy Carmichael, the CBS star 
who wrote it, reveals that he carried that classic America 
song around in his pocket for two years before Isham 
Jones took it and made it a sensation. And Hoagy was an 
established song writer when he had all that trouble 
trying to get “Stardust” started! 

* * * : 

To the people of Venice, California: We would like yo 
to do a little sleuthing for us. Could you tell us whether 
or not Mel Blane actually runs a hardware store in your 
town? It’s probably true, but it seems too much like 
publicity gag to us. Mel, as you know, operates a Fix 
Shop on his CBS show and a publicity gal swears thi 
he also really owns this Fix It hardware store in Venice 
Could be. But we are leary. — Sha Mesa | 3 
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vot MRS. RONALD COLMAN 


delightful wife of the dis- 
tinguished screen star is 
one of many Hollywood 
beauties who give “rave 
notices’ to Red Majesty. 


; World's Newest Shade! 

No wonder this new queen of the reds — 
Tangee Red Majesty—is a sensation in New 
York and Hollywood. It’s that rarest shade 


of all—a truly royal red. And you'll love 
what it does for your lips! 


1947's Smartest Case! 

Last word in post-war beauty Gleaming 
brass—exquisitely etched. A simple twist of its 
swivel base and up comes your Red Majesty. 


America’s Top-rated Lipstick! 

In a recent test of 27 leading lipsticks (con- 
ducied by a group of impartial experts) 
Tangee Satin-Finish lipstick was rated No. | 
--.Feceiving particularly high marks for “stay- 
ing power’ and ease of application. 


PRESENTED IN: 
RED MAJESTY —  RED-RED GAY-RED 
THEATRICAL RED MEDIUM-RED NATURAL 


CONSTANCE LUFT HUHN 


Head of the House of Tangee 
and creator of Tangee Red 
Majesty Lipstick and Petal- 
Finish Cake Make-Up. 


AND SEE HOW BEAUTIFUL YOU CAN BE 


WHATS NEW from COAST to COAST 


Or is there a man shortage? ... On a recent Mayor Of 
The Town broadcast, Claude Binyon, who plays the role 
of “Butch,” was cast aside by his girl friend. The follow- 
ing week, the 15-year-old actor was snowed under with 
letters from girls, all of them saying that they’d like to 
be his girl friend now that he is unattached. 

* * * 

Our congratulations to Peg Lynch, the charming creator 
of WJZ’s The Private Lives of Ethel and Albert, for 
consulting her radio audience about the time they would 
like the show heard on the air. Recently, the program 
department: decided that they would like to change the 
time of this humorous drama concerning the Arbuckles, 
but Peg insisted that the audience be asked if they 
wanted the time change. A simple little announcement 
over the air brought in 10,113 replies, almost all of them 
saying “Please don’t change the time of the show, it’s 
a time when the whole family can hear it.” So the show 
stays on at the same spot, 6:15 P.M., EST. We think that 
Peg’s gesture was a truly democratic one. 

* * * 

Now we are writing about someone we really know and 
have liked for some time. He may be new to you, but 
not if you have been listening to the Adventures of Sam 
Spade on CBS. We're talking about that guy, Howard 
Duff, who is doing a bang-up job playing that hard- 
boiled private eye, Sam Spade. We first met Howie during 
a quick trip we took to the Pacific Ocean Areas during 
the war. Howard was a GI then, a staff sergeant working 
with the Armed Forces Radio Service. We met him on 
Saipan, in a hut occupied by three other characters, 
Barron Polan, a Hollywood agent, Jack Sher, a thin 
Magazine writer and a red-headed pixie named Bob 
Welch, who has recently turned producer for Paramount. 
These four did much to keep the island in a turmoil. 
Duff, or “Sober Howie,” as they called him, was the 
quietest of the quartet. He was then, as he is now, a big, 
good-looking guy, very considerate and friendly. He did 
a fine job as a radio correspondent for the Army, banging 
around Guam, Saipan and Iwo Jima. Now, we hear, he 
has been signed for pictures. 

* * * 


For David Low's new book “Years Of Wrath,” a: cartoon 
history of the period 1931 to 1945, CBS news analyst 
Quincy Howe has written a running text that recalls 
the circumstances surrounding the world-famous cartoons. 

* * * 


As it launches its tenth year, the Dr. Christian program 
can look back on some fine things accomplished. It is the 


Variety in guests and subjects for Jinx Falkenburg and Tex McCrary on 
Hi, Jinx! Sylvia and Murray Winant talk about a new record album for 
children while Mrs. Wendell Willkie waits to discuss women in politics. 


only show on the air written by the listening audience, 
written out of the pain and joy of the average person’s 
experiences. More than 200 rural doctors have become 
personal friends of Hersholt’s. The program has become 
an inspiration to thousands of lonely and shut-in people 
all over our land. Its producers and actors can be proud 
of the fine job they’ve done in keeping it the simple and 
heartwarming show that it promised to be on that after- 
noon it started 10 years ago. 
* * * 


By the time you read this, we may have another full 


hour show back on the air. It takes a great deal of talent 
to grab a place in the Hooper free-for-all, but this new 
show, now in the final stages of preparation, looks as if it 
will have the stuff to keep us all happy for a solid hour, 
In the laugh department are Groucho Marx and Mickey 
Rooney. For romance, in the way of a song, is Frances 
Langford. Could you ask for more? 
* * * : 

Here’s a secret little thing we picked up. Edgar Bergen, 
for a good many years has been trying to duck Charlie. 
Bergen has always cherished a desire to do a single act. 
But, no sponsor would buy Bergen as a single. Is that 
nasty chuckle we hear coming from Edgar’s meal ticket? 


GeGe Pearson of the Red Skelton 
Show helped open her own new Fan 
Club headquarters in Los Angeles. 


Gale Gordon plays the title role 
on Mutual’s Case Book of Gregory 
Hood, Monday nights at 8:30 EST. 
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HEY LOOK FANCY ... the 
taste delicious! But they’ : 
ve and easy. No Retriee | 
i eee no sleight-of-hand. 
ae 0 ‘em quick—and right 
e first time. Just be sure to have 
on hand some wonderful KARO’ 
Syrup. It does more than sweeten ' 
It adds food-energy value — and | 
the finest flavor you ever struck! 
Such “dressed-up” plain food 
pelee® like magic, when th | 
amily gets a taste. How abo : | 
trying the recipes tomorrow? _ 


the KAro Kio 


GLAZED HAM ROLLS 
1 teaspoon dry mustard 
V2 teaspoon ginger 

1 teaspoon sugar 
2 tablespoons melted butter 


Yg inch thick 


1 cup grated raw tart apple 
Vy cup dry bread crumbs 
4 teaspoon salt 
Vg teaspoon pepper 

6 slices boiled ham, 
Thoroughly mix ingredients for stuffing. Spread by 
spoonfuls on ham slices and roll. Place in baking dish. 
Pour KARO Glaze over rolls. Bake in hot oven (400° 
F.) 30 minutes; baste frequently. : 

KARO GLAZE: Combine 34 cup KARO Syrup, Blue 
Label, 3 tablespoons water, V4 cup vinegar,6 cloves and 
2-inch stick cinnamon. Simmer 5 minutes. Add1 teaspoon 
grated orange rind. Sufficient Glaze for 6 HamRolls. 


PARTY BAKED APPLES 
V2 cup KARO Syrup, Blue Label 2 tablespoons sugar 
V2 cup water 4 baking apples, cored 
V4 teaspoon cinnamon 1 egg white 
1 teaspoon grated lemon rind 9 tablespoons sugar 
1 tablespoon butter 14 almonds, blanched 

4 maraschino cherries, chopped 

ents. Bring fo 4 boil. Remove 


Combine first six ingredi 
from heat. Pare upper half of apples. Place in bak- 


ing dish. Pour syrup mixture over apples. Bake in 
moderate oven (350° F.) about 1 hour or until tender, 
basting frequently. Remove from oven. TOP apples 
with meringue made from eg9 white and 2 table- 
spoons sugar. Insert cherries and shredded almonds. 
Bake 15 minutes oF until lightly browned. 4 servings. 


Give her a Valentine gift 


A compact exquisitely 
Smart and alluring! 
A gift that is useful 


Yet glowing with glamour — 


“Heart's Desire’ compact 
in sterling silver, $24 


COMPACTS BY 


“Hearts Afire” compact in 
jeweler's bronze, $5.95 
v 


g 


Other compacts from 
$5 to $500 each 
At better stores everywhere 


ELGIN, ILLINOIS 


@1947, ELGIN AMERICAN 


COMPACTS + CIGARETTE CASES + DRESSER SETS 


That’s enduring — 


Elgin Americans always enamour! 
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KING COLE TRIO 


ie a long way from the days when 
the King Cole Trio appeared in New 
; York as an intermission act at Nick’s 
in the Village and at Kelly’s Stables. 
With a radio show on the NBC web 
all their own (Saturday nights at 
5:45 P.M. EST), a featured spot on 
the Music Hall, NBC, Thursday nights, 
and an opening at Broadway’s leading 
vaudeville theater, the King Cole boys 
have every right to be merry old souls. 

The soft rhythmic voice and exqui- 
site piano phrasing of King (Nat) Cole, 
brilliant guitar work of Oscar Moore, 
and Johnny Miailler’s throbbing bass 
have joined together to add a new facet 
to modern American music. 

King Cole, a Baptist minister’s son, 
was born in Montgomery, Alabama, in 
1916, received his first musical instruc- 
tion from his mother, Perlina, when he 
was still a small boy, and by the time 
he was twelve, was a capable pianist 
as well as organist in his father’s 
church. The rest of the family were 
also musical. His sister Evelyn and 
brother Edward (who later played bass 
with Noble Sissle and with Nat’s first 
big band) sang with him in the choir. 
And of his other brothers, Lionel, who 
is now 11, and Isaac, 17, the latter is 
especially gifted and studies piano day 
and night, hoping to be as good as Nat. 

Osear, from Austin, Texas, was born 
on Christmas Day in the same year as 
Nat, and lived as a youngster in 
Phoenix, Arizona. Here he developed 
an amazing technique and versatility, 
playing with his brothers in a four- 
piece group—two guitars, bass, and 
violin. (His brother, Johnny Moore, is 
also famous in his own right these 
days.) About a year before joining 
Nat, Oscar had come to Hollywood to 
do studio work, landing a job at MGM, 
and he is the guitarist you heard 
strumming in “Girl Crazy.” 

Bassist Johnny Miller joined them 
after a big-band background. And 
now here they are—the first Negro 
group to earn themselves a sponsored, 
coast-to-coast, long-time contract. 


Be heli cng 
AGNES MOOREHEAD 


WHEN Agnes Moorehead was in New 
York City, we knew a host of young 
radio actresses who sat in awe of her. 
They said it was a little short of a the- 
atrical miracle, the way Aggie Moore- 
head could read a radio script once, 
think two minutes and come up with 
a perfect characterization for whatever 
part she had been cast in. Now, 
she’s narrowed her range down a bit 
and the part you hear her in most 
often is her regular job as Marilly, the 
sharp-spoken but soft hearted house- 
keeper on Mayor of the Town—CBS. 
She’s still on call, however, for any 
program originating in Hollywood 
which requires anything from eager 
young children to querulous old ladies. 

Agnes was born in Clinton, Massa- 
chusetts. When she was still a small 
child, her family moved to St. Louis. 
After her graduation from the Univers- 
ity of Wisconsin, she sang for a while 
on a St. Louis radio station until she 
decided to come to New York and 
study at the American Academy of 
Dramatic Arts. 

She snagged a part in “Scarlet Pages” 
and began on an acting career of her 
own which did very nicely at keeping 
the wolf from the door. 

Then radio began to get into its 
stride and the daytime serials and 
other dramatic programs created a 
new outlet for her abilities. Agnes was 
one of the first Broadway actresses to 
enter radio. Ernest Truex, who re- 
membered. her in comedy roles on, the 
stage, gave her her first chance in 
radio as his “stooge.” After that, her 


“stooging” became legendary around. 


the studios. 

In 1936, Agnes became a member of 
Orson Welles’ famous Mercury The- 
atre. When Orson went to Hollywood 
to take his first crack at producing 
movies—that was “Citizen Kane”— 
Agnes elected to stay in New York 
because of her full radio schedule. But 
pretty soon a wire came for her, offer- 
ing her a part in the picture—a fine 
offer she couldn’t turn down. She’s 
been in Hollywood ever since. 
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which is the expensive blouse 


ny 


Both are charming...both were laundered with Lin1T* Starch to keep 
them fresh, crisp, dainty. But one cost $39.75...the other $7.85. 
(Look below and see if your guess was right.) 


The point is, whether your budget is orchids or oatmeal, any- 
thing starchable looks its best when you use LINIT. It gives the 
perfect finish to all fabrics. Easy directions on every package. 


It’s the blouse at the top that cost $39.75 
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*LINIT IS A REGISTERED TRADE-MARK OF CORN PRODUCTS 
RERBINING COMPANY, NEW YORK.N.Y. ©@c.P.R.CO,, 1947 


Hi HSH + if : 
MAKES COTTON LOOK AND FEEL LIKE LINEN 


SH 


LINIT is the smooth, penetrating starch that makes cotton look and feel luxurious as 


linen. By restoring the original finish, LINIT resists muss and soil. And irons fly—with LINIT! 
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From fabulously precious porcelains, came Helen Neushaefer’s 
inspiration for her new nail polish. For she knew the ancient porcelain art owned 
a priceless secret . . . how to make brilliant colors last. Now, after years of 
searching to capture in nail polish this same precious quality, she has a 
secret of her own... PLASTEEN .. . a miracle ingredient to 
help shock-proof your nail-do against chipping and to add amazing new 
brilliance. You'll find enduring loveliness in any of her 12 breath-taking 


colors ... and for only ten cents... at all chain store cosmetic counters. 


NAHE POLESH 


Tt lasts so long. 6 © looks sO beautiful 


Helen Neushaefer, color authority...stylist...searches for new colors at private exhibit of precious porcelains. 
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An EXPLANATION 
10 our READERS 


NE of the most satisfying things in the world is to have your dreams come 
true. But perhaps the most exciting thing in the world is to make your 
dreams come true—to see the things you’ve hoped for, worked for, take 

shape in your hands and come a little nearer, at the end of each day’s work, to 
the dream in your mind. 


The magazine you are reading—this February, 1947 issue of Radio Mirror— 
is a dream come true. All through the war and in the hectic times of the early 
post-war period, there were discussions and plans for Radio Mirror as the 


_ magazine really should be some day. Plans were made and revised, tried and 


discarded, pages pasted into a dummy magazine and torn out again. Each letter 
you wrote containing a suggestion for a bigger and’ better Radio Mirror was care- 
fully considered. The research staff made surveys among you readers, to find 
out exactly what you felt the perfect Radio Mirror should contain. 


Dreaming, as you know, is cheap. You can dream that you have a fine new 
automobile, for instance, and it doesn’t cost you a cent. But when you try to 
buy that automobile, to make your dream come true, you find it’s a costly 
business. Our dreams, too, were costly ones. And then, last November, we were 
told of greatly increased prices for paper and printing. 


But, we told ourselves, this is, nevertheless, the time for our great “some day” 
to arrive—time to make our dreams into realities. And so, all during November, 
when everyone else was planning for Christmas, we were planning for our big 
day—the day when the February issue of the new, bigger, more exciting Radio 
Mirror would go on sale. We put into it the things that we knew that you wanted. 
More full color picture pages. More new stories about your radio favorites. 


_ Stories about the home lives of the stars, about their wives or husbands and 


families. Stories about reader-listeners to whom the exciting adventure of going 
on the air, of winning prizes, has happened. New picture stories. A wonderful 
section for the housewife, with an enlarged cooking department and added home 
features as well. Pages devoted to the answers to your questions about radio 
and the people in it. An improved program guide, presented in a more under- 
standable way, and kept up to date by the best methods available to us. 


All of these things and more we put together in the very best way our edi- 
torial and art staffs could devise. Once assembled, they became the February 
issue of Radio Mirror, which you hold in your hands. The price of this new 
magazine is twenty-five cents. Thus, rather than allow the inescapable factors of 


soaring manufacturing costs to lessen the quality of the Radio Mirror you have 


liked so well, in order to maintain the fifteen cent price in the face of higher 
manufacturing costs, we have tried to give you instead a magazine which we 
hope and believe you will like even more, and which you will feel justifies 
the higher price we are compelled to ask for it. 


Will you let us know how you do like it because, after all, it is yours more 
than ours—if you didn’t read and enjoy it, there wouldn’t be a Radio Mirror. 
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By 
EILEEN 
JONES 


Queen For a Day is heard 
2:30 P.M. EST, Monday to 
Friday, on Mutual stations. 


HAPS I should let some other Queen 
tell you her story, because mine doesn’t 
run completely true to form. . . . I did 

not get my wish. 

All contestants on the Queen For A 
Day radio program, over the Mutual 
Broadcasting System, are asked what they 
would like most—their heart’s desire—if 
they were chosen to reign that day. The 
winner is selected by judges who consider 
their wishes and choose the one most un- 
usual or most interesting. And master- 
of-ceremonies Jack Bailey and the com- 
panies which sponsor the program really 
do try to fulfil those desires—they were 
able to get the Seeing Eye dog that Queen 
Eloise Lee asked for for her little blind 
girl neighbor. And they sent Queen May 
Boss to realize her cherished life’s dream, 
to study dramatics. 

Only I can know how hard they tried 
to fulfil my wish, but in jam-packed, 
crowded Los Angeles it would take a 
veritable miracle to find a place to live 
for myself and my husband and my three- 
year-old Bobby. That was what I wanted. 
A place for our very own. 

But if I didn’t realize my spoken wish, 
another—a greater gift, even—was given 
me; became a miracle within me. 

So in that sense I am typical of all the 
Queens. I am sure -that a spark of the 
same magic touched them and worked its 
change in them, too. Perhaps few of them 
have been as defeated and hopeless as I 
was that day, but I am sure that they, too, 
walked into the Earl Carroll Theater, 
where the broadcasts are held, as one 
person and left (Continued on page 80) 


| RENT) 


So much had been taken from —~ : 
me I’d lost my perspective. | 
But FI still had Hugh’s love. | 


The gifts took more room in 
our already-cramped quarters. 
But now I didn’t mind a bit. 
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FINDS A GIRL FOR JOE 


WAS pretty happy when I saw 

Joe Davis’ letter lying on the 

table that morning not so long 
ago. It had been months since I’d 
even heard from him. The last time 
was a year ago Christmas, when 
he’d phoned from Fort Dix to say 
he’d just been released from. the 
Army. 

Of course, you don’t actually get 
much of a chance to talk during 
phone calls like that. It’s mostly a 
matter of “How are you, anyway?” 
And “It doesn’t seem possible that 
it’s all over.” And “Are you married 
yet?” and things like that. You're 
usually too excited to ask about the 
things you really want to know. 

But “What's cooking?” did get an 
answer from Joe that I was glad to 
hear. He was looking into chicken 
farming, he told me—going to find a 
small place in the country some- 
where, put all his money into it, and 
raise the best birds in the state. 
Knowing that Joe had planned all 
during the war to do just this—and 


knowing too how few of us had 


actually gone to work on the things 
wed been planning to do when we 
got back—I cheered him on enthu- 
siastically, and extracted a promise 
that he would let me know where 
and how he landed just as soon as 
he was organized enough to write 
about it. That had been a while ago. 


Pe tebde bebe do te Pe Fe. Mei 


“Tt seems pointless,” Joe said, “to work all day and then come home to 


Gathered to hear about Joe’s love problem, in this story writ- 
ten especially for Radio Mirror, are: on the floor, Pepper (Mason 
Adams); above him, Mrs. Young (Marion Barney); standing, 
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it 60 planed hid 
mii Ee 
wun earepully . cept fit 
en detail. Tt took 
his friend Fippet y a, To 
handle tho remance. | 


“That’s planning,” I thought as I 
ripped the letter open and started to 
read. “Joe’s strong point always was 
drawing up a blueprint, and going 
after what he wanted in the order 
of importance. Wonder if he’s made 
his million yet.” But the friendly 
glow changed to perplexity, then to 
worry; and, after I’d read the four 
close-written pages through, I whis- 
tled to myself. 

It wasn’t the point of the letter 
that bothered me. That was all right 
—there was going to be a state 
Poultry Convention in Centerville, 
about ten miles from Elmwood 
where we lived, and Joe was asking 
if we could put him up for the three 
or four days he’d be in town. “There 
isn’t a room for love or money,” he 
wrote, “and I seem to remember a 
studio couch on that glassed-in side 
porch at your folks’ home. Tell your 
mother I learned to be neat and tidy 
in the Army! And I'll promise not 
to be a bother to her.” 

All that sounded like the old, op- 
timistic Joe; but the rest of it, the 
description of his “beat-up house,” 
the taxes, the floods, the chicken- 
diseases—Joe had never been one to 


) by yourself over a can of pork and beans. You begin to wonder what it’s for.” 


| Betty (Elizabeth Wraeee); in the armchair, Mr. Young (Thomas complain, but it was easy enough to 
Chalmers) ; beside him, Linda (Eunice Howard); smiling at Joe, read between the lines and see 
Carter (Burt Brazier). Listen in daily at 3:30 P.M. EST, on NBC. that things weren’t going right at 


all. There. was an overlay of de- 
pression, of (Continued on page 75) 
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When ONE MAN’S FAMILY started out so blithely for the 


weekend, they didn’t know that ahead lay trouble for Cliff, hours of 


fear and worry for all and a new perspective for Joan 


Set 


Sere: 
ae 


“Joan, don’t be a drip!” 
Pinky told her. “Come on 
outside and see our snow- 
man. Why, we'll even let 
you name him after supper.” 


“Please, Grandmother Barbour,” Margaret begged, “let us stay up for a while. Let’s all sing something!” 
So Jack warmed them up with “Springtime in the Rockies” and one by one they all came in on the chorus. 


oming in ‘on little cat feet’??” Hazel 
asked, glancing out the window. The big 
living room was warm from the evening fire 
and the older members of the Barbour family 
ranged around it in a comfortable, half-drowsy 
circle. 

“I don’t know. But I never think of fog as 
having any body to it; it just drifts in thick 
wisps.” Mother Barbour barely raised her 
head from her knitting. “I don’t know when 
we've had such a long siege of this dreary 
weather. Or do I say that every January?” 

Father Barbour straightened in his chair. 
“Now, Fanny—you know you think San Fran- 
cisco has the finest climate. Personally, I like 
the fog. I like the way it’comes in over Golden 
Gate. I like the introspective mood it brings. 


Wee was it said something about the fog 
c 


Hail and rain and snow are violent forms of 
Nature—sunshine in January is an occasional 


blessing—but the quiet stillness of fog gives San 
Franciscans a chance to turn over their mental 
wastebaskets and empty the year’s accumula- 
tions of worries.” : 

“A pretty choice of words,” Claudia told him. 
“Joan’s English teacher should have heard you.” 

“Still worried about Joan and her crush on 
that Mr. Edwards?” 

Claudia frowned and then sighed. “Oh, I 
know it’s normal for a girl of fourteen to have 
an attachment to an older man. It’s part of 
growing up, and I suppose—if it has to be any- 
one—an English teacher isn’t a bad choice. I 
remember how I thought the doorman at the 
Biloxi Theater the most romantic person when 
I was fourteen and (Continued on page 102) 


In the picture on this page are, standing: Betty (played by Jean Rouverol), Nicky (Tom Collins), 
Cliff (Bart Yarborough) and Hank (Conrad Binyon). Seated: Hazel (Bernice Berwin), Teddy (Wini- 
fred Wolfe), Mother and Father Barbour (Minetta Ellen and Anthony Smythe), Joan (Mary Lou 
Harrington) and Pinky. On the floor: Penny (Anne Whitfield), Margaret (Dawn Bender) and 
Claudia (Barbara Fuller). One Man’s Family is heard Sunday afternoons at 3:30 EST, on NBC. 
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1. It is winter registration week at the University in the D.A.’s town. The District Attorney and his staff, Miss 
Miller and the ever-present Harrington, are checking the whereabouts and activities of known racketeers, who might 
go to work as they always do when there’s an influx of new. people in town. The D.A. is worried. He has heard from 
other cities that colleges and universities have been made the scene of a singularly sordid kind of racket, one in 
which veterans who are trying to enroll for courses under the provisions of the GI Bill of Rights are being robbed. 
According to the D.A.’s information, there are several ways in which the racketeers operate to separate the naive vets 
from their savings, the simplest way being to offer to help a bewildered veteran who is unfamiliar with the routines 
in college offices. While being “helpful,” the racketeers take over the money veterans bring along to pay their en- 
trance fees, meney which they know will be refunded when their GI money comes through. No such racket has yet been 
reported on the local campus, but the D.A. doesn’t want to give any rackets a chance to get started if he can help it. 


Ae cits ane dl 


Mr. District Attorney is heard evycry Wednesday night from 9:30 t 


NP} 


Mr. D. A. uneovers a vicious 


racket, but warns veterans that 


many like it still operate 


2. Already, ex-Wave Marian Hughes is 
in the clutches of Alan Hanford, one 
of the racketeers who prey on GI's. 


PR. DISTRICT ATTORNEY has long 
\¥— been a champion of the rights of the 
~ people. He makes crime prevention 
just as much a part of his job as the 
prosecution of criminals after they have 
committed their aggressions. . 

In this case, Mr. D.A. did his best to 
think faster than a group of the vilest 
kind of racketeers, but he was not fast 
enough to prevent murder. (Mr. Dis- 
trict Attorney is portrayed by Jay 
Jostyn. Vicki Vola plays Miss Miller; 
Harrington is played by Len Doyle; 
Marian Hughes by Jean Gillespie; Alan 
by Gordon Ayres; Ivy by Grace Coppin 
and Bert by Ward Wilson.) 


/10:00 P. M. EST, over the National Broadcasting Company network. 


3. Meanwhile, the D.A. has hit on a way to make certain that 
any campus racketeers will be spotted as soon as they get to 
work. Miss Miller is to masquerade as a co-ed at the college 


4. Alan works fast. He’s talked the confused Marian inte 
giving him all her savings to pay for entrance fees at an- 
other college, Alexander University, where he has “iriends. 
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Mr. DISTRICT ATTORNEY 


The most cynical kind of criminal 
is the one who preys on the ex- 
servicemen and women of the coun- 
try. In this case, one of the nastiest, 
pettiest rackets against veterans is 
exposed. Mr. D. A. hopes that this 
exposure will serve as a warning to 
all veterans. Neither the police nor 
the most vigilant of D.A.’s could 
possibly keep track of every racket 
or of all racketeers. While every- 
thing that can be done is being done 
to protect the interests of veterans, 
it is important for the veterans to - 
be on the alert, too. That there are 
people low enough to take advantage 
of the lack of information and ex- 


5. Alan Hanford feels his success. He’s getting ready for a date with Marian, 
when he’ll tell her she’s been “accepted” at Alexander and show her-a telegram 


| supposedly from the Dean. Bert, his partner, who arranges all the telegrams for perience of the young men and 
| the gang, is trying to get Alan to stop drinking. He’s no great brain, but he women who sacrificed so greatly that 
knows liquor is no fit diet for Alan when he’s going to need a cool head later. all of us—including the racketeers— 


might be safe, is a bitter thing. But 
i such ‘people do exist and operate. 


6. Alan’s behavior has made Marian suspicious. Turning 
up drunk for their date, Alan not only annoyed Marian 
but he talked altogether too much. Frightened, Marian 
escaped from him and hurried to the D.A.’s office for aid. 


7. Drink-fuddled, Alan has lost his head. In 
his room, faced with Bert who is worried and 


insists on phoning their absent boss, Ivy, Alan } 
grows panicky and shoots Bert to silence him. j 
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9. Alan and Miss Miller have walked into a 
trap themselves. Alan did not expect to find 
Ivy there, especially an Ivy who has just 
read of Bert’s murder and knows who did it. 


8. Cold-bloodedly, after dumping Bert’s body into the river, 
Alan has returned to his racket. But now, warned by Marian’s 
information, Miss Miller has managed to get herself picked 
up by Alan and is baiting the trap that will convict him. 


10. Ivy, who genuinely loved Bert, stupid as he was, has taken her revenge. inturiated with Alan’s treachery and stupidity, 
Ivy has just stabbed him to death. Only afterward does she realize that Miss Miller has been an unwilling witness to the 
murder. Although Ivy has nothing against Miss Miller beyond this, she knows she can’t afford to leave her alive. Luckily, 
the District Attorney and Harrington have been shadowing Miss Miller and Alan. They step in and interfere in the nick of time. 
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This is a letter I shall never send. 

More for myself, this note 

Bbee ever will be read, that has no 
end. 

Remember when I wrote: 

“It still is winter here”? * 

More true today 

Than when you went away. 

Such cold will stay. 

Strange how indelible and clear 

Some things remain— 

The empty station and your train 

Suddenly disappearing down the track, 

Lights changing, red to green; 

The night, enormous, black, 

Rushing to meet me. I have seen 

That moment held immovable, as 
though 

Time had no ebb or flow. 

Perhaps, by thinking back, 

I can be sure of how all seasons pass, 

How snow 

Accepts the ancient miracle of grass; 

Think of a world that once we used 
to know 

Before this winter of the heart began 

To desolate the year. 

Those other letters that I wrote you 
ran 

To many pages. Is there more to say, 

With winter here, 

With winter here to stay? 

—Leslie Nelson Jennings 
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When People ask 
Be me, 
always tell ¢ 
“No.”! hem, 


It’s very nice 
f People 
To think about it 
gd hg rough! 
I'd hate the chore 
Sweeping 
And to cook 


Would 
I'l never ah 
Never 
" Marry— 
Ut I love to have 
ut the 
‘Mary Carolyn Davies 
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home ¢ : for the original poem, sent in by 
Wn when om the sea, a reader, selected by Ted Malone 
ere he longeq es as the best of that month’s poems. 
: é Five dollars will be paid for each 
other original poem submitted and 
printed on the Between the Book- 
ends page in Radio Mirror. Ad- 
dress your poetry to Ted Malone, 
Radio Mirror, 205 East 42nd 
Street, New York 17, N. Y. This is 
not a contest, but an offer to pur- 
chase poetry for publication in 
Radio Mirror. 


Same! 
—Carolyn Ellis 


INNY SIMMS, the brown- haired, blue-eyed singer 
known for four years as the “GI Sweetheart”, owes 
her real romance to none other than her malic de- 

voted GI friends! What happened was this: 

In June of 1945 she was taken to a party’ given by a 
young bachelor-about-Hollywood whom she had never 
met. His name was Hyatt Robert Dehn. She had heard 
of him because many of his friends were film people, 
and he had squired many of the town’s most beautiful 
girls. But she had never even seen him before they 
were introduced. When that happened, she had to look 
far up to see his face, since he was six feet three. He 
was also bone-thin, wore his clothes with a casual air, 
and his face, she meted was a quizzical, highly sophisti- 
cated one. 

But their conversation wasn’t the least bit sophis- 
ticated—or quizzical. 

He told her that he was an industrial engineer, and 
currently President. of the Defense Housing Project. 
He couldn’t have chosen a subject that would better 
have caught Ginny’s fancy. More than any other woman 
star, she had been interested in the GI’s welfare—sing- 
ing to them in hospitals from coast to coast, organizing 
a radio program expressly for them, planning a post-war 
entertainment bureau for wounded veterans doomed 
to spend long months in hospitals. 

So her face lit up with interest, and she and Hyatt 

. began talking. That talk led to eines talks—for three 
weeks. Then they were married . . . and by this time ; 
they’re the parents of David Martin Dehn, whose lifeis 
the most fascinating of any baby in America. 

You don’t think so? Well, listen to this: over his crib 
hangs a microphone, which is hooked up to the speaker __ 
system covering all the rooms of the house—so that 
every time he whimpers Ginny and Hyatt can hear and § 
come running. Also, in addition to the usual picture 
record of his progress, they have made weekly record- _ 
ings of his voice ever since he was seven days old. ‘ 
Further, a peep-hole was built in the nursery wall so 
that guests and Dehns can look in on the baby without ; 
disturbing his nap! - 

But even before all these wonders came to pass, young i 


i Background to: breakfast for Mr. and 
t Mrs. Hyatt Dehn is the blue Pacific: 


Since Baby David arrived he’s spent 
his time either in the camera’s eye operas 


David’s life was unusual: his trip from the hospital to 
his home was commemorated for all time by a movie. 
It’s a private movie, of course, made by his parents. It 
shows Ginny checking out of the hospital with her new 
baby, getting into an ambulance with him, and being 
received by Hyatt at the door of the Dehn home—with 
Hyatt wearing a silk hat and carrying a sign around his 
neck: “I am a proud papa.” 

However, this early film (Continued on page 100) 


Ginny Simms is the singing star of the half-hour Ginny Simms 


Program heard Friday nights from 9 to 9:30 EST, on CBS 
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By way of CBS each Friday comes 
a gifted pair—sprightly Jimmy Durante and 


his brush-topped boy Garry Moore 


“You work pretty well with our announcer Howard Petrie. 
Why not let him teach you?” But Jimmy says: no to that. 


¢ “Then,” says Garry, “why not our own 
3 lovely song star, Suzanne Ellers?” 


| “J’VE taken on a new job, Jimmy—in the shoddy, 
| shabby and shady suburb in the Shropshire sec- 
tion of Massachusetts—with a flashy, trashy but 
fairly fashionable cash haberdashery aa 

... and so they’re off again and it’s another Fri- 
day and once more the Columbia Broadcasting Sys- 
| tem brings you those two favorite comedians, Jimmy 
| Durante, the Best-Dressed Man—and Garry (Junior) 
Moore, the Child Prodigy who forgot to grow up. 
| The walls of Studio A tremble as Jimmy rushes 
|: hither and yon (he’s got friends in Yon), hob-nobbing 

; 


with the bigwigs, straightening up affairs down in 
Washington, and pausing now and then to lend a 
hand when Garry’s own inimitable brand of puckish 
humor geis them into trouble. They both pause, of 
course, when lovely Suzanne Ellers wanders in to 
sing. As Jimmy puts it: “she’s just the kind of 5 ‘ J 

femme to cherchez!” ig é ey, : 
‘Born in 1893 on New York’s lower East Side, “That’s my boy!” replies Durante, for this is an idea he 
Jimmy Durante began pounding the piano in an old does like. And all by himself he hits high C above C. | 
Bowery night club—so obscure that he can’t, now, re- 

call the name. He never learned to read music, just 

picked it up, and covered possible sour notes with the 

sound of his own outstanding voice. He sharpened 

his repartee working in -his father’s barbershop, 
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“Am I not the fairest in the land, Junior? Do 
I not catch the eye, and rivet the attention?” 


Waiting for the go-ahead 
signal—Moore, Durante, Musi- 
cal Director Roy Bargy; 

and the orchestra—any Friday 
night at 9:30, on CBS. 


THE NOSE AND THE HAIRCUT 


talking very fast at the lathered, and helpless, 
customers. In 1927, the team of Clayton, Jack- 
son, and Durante made vaudeville history, and 
from then on Jimmy worked upward. Ulti- 
mately, Hollywood sent round the world the 
image of The Nose and the raucous sound 
of the voice that makes things sound twice as 
funny as they start out being. Clayton and 
Jackson are still with him, working behind the 
scenes. 

Garry Moore is a good comedian because he 
thinks the whole world is mad—and he thinks 
it’s mad because it almost forcibly made him a 
comedian. He wanted to be lots of other things 
—a playwright, a sports announcer, a news an- 
nouncer. But he found his way on to Club 
Matinee—as a comic—and from then on he was 
marked. And the result was that he was pitch- 
forked right into his own network show, co- 
starring with one of our greatest comedians. 

Vocalist on the program, blonde Suzanne 
Ellers started singing professionally when she 
was fifteen. Only twenty-three now, she spent 
several seasons with West Coast orchestras, was 
the voice-behind-the-face in many movies 
where the leading lady was required to sing, 
and couldn't. 

Announcer Howard Petrie wandered into 
radio when, as a securities salesman, he tried to 
sell to the program manager of a Boston radio 
station. When he left, he was an announcer. He 
not only announces the Durante-Moore show 
but is heard in character parts. 

Musical director Roy Bargy started out as a 
“serious” musician, but was won over to jazz 
by Art Tatum. He has been in the popular 
field ever since. 


“Tt says here...” 
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Bargy, Moore and Petrie have to 


! What a note! What an 
! What. a dulcet, pear-shaped tone 


“Listen to that 
allegretto 


it. 


but they don’t have to like 


listen 


19 


Life Can Be Beautiful is written by Carl 
Bixby and Don Becker, heard daily at 12 PT, 1 MT, 2 CT, 3 
ET, on stations of the National Broadcasting Company 


Three women share first 


the most heart-warming proof we 

have ever had of one edd little fact 
about happiness: there is no age that 
is the right age to discover one’s own 
way to it. Every age is right, if we 
make it so. And our proof is this: 
three letters came to us telling stories 
so moving that it was impossible to 
say which of them should be placed 
above the others. One was written by 
a girl in her teens, one by a grand- 
mother, one by a young woman 
working out a problem of marriage 
and parenthood. To each of these 
women will go a check for thirty-five 
dollars, one-third of the hundred 
dollars that we set aside each month 
for the best letter. 


Dear Papa David: 

I am a girl of just sixteen. My 
mother: was taken away to a State 
Hospital when I was three years old. 
There were five of us children, three 
boys and two girls. Our ages were 
ten, eight, six, three and four months 
old. All of us were pretty well broken 
up as well as Dad. Although we were 
all very small then, we remember 
our mother. She was always kind 
and we loved her dearly. ASE was 
always good to her. 

After she left, all five of us kids 
were going to be put up for adop- 
tion. Everybody wanted to take us. 
But “No” was Dad’s reply. He said 
he’d promised Mom he wouln’t part 
with us if anything should happen to 


Pine month’s group of letters is 
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her. He also said he was going to 
stick it out and raise us up as if 
she’d been with him. He said if they 
took us, they had to take him, too. 
Although he had a stiff battle with 
them, as you might call it, he won. 

He had a hard time keeping the 
three oldest in school and going to 
work, too. Money didn’t permit him 
to hire a woman to look after us. 

Then two of our aunts came to take 
my smallest brother and me to their 
homes to care for us until we were 
old enough for school. We stayed 
with them for six years. It was 
hard for our aunts to let us go after 
keeping us so long, but they thought 
it best that we should all be together. 

When we came back home Tommy 
was six and I was nine years old. 
We sure had a time of it, too. No one 
there to show us but Dad and he 
has been mother and father to us. We 
were healthy and happy. - 

Dad has had chances to marry, but 
he says he loves his wife too much 
and says he won’t have a stepmother 
over us children. He said if he 
searched the whole world over, he 
eould never find a woman to fill 
mother’s place in his life. 

In the past fourteen years we’ve all 
grown, naturally. Bob is twenty- 
four years old and married. He has 
served two years in the states, in 
World War II. Leroy is twenty-one 
years old, married and has served 
three years overseas with General 
Simpson in the 9th Army. He’s been 
in England, France, Holland, Scot- 
land, Germany—just about every- 
where. Annalee is nineteen years 


place this month, for Papa David could not decide which of them told the most poignant story 


old, married, and has a baby boy. 
He’s three weeks old now. He sure 
is cute. [ will be seventeen in No- 


vember and have been taking cover — 


the task of housekeeping ever since 
I was thirteen years old. I don’t 
know too much about cooking but 
Dad says I’m okay. With what rec- 
ipes I pick up and what the ladies tell 
me, I manage. I put up twenty-three 
glasses of grape jelly this year. 

I have al! the washing to do—on 


RADIO MIRROR OFFERS 
ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS 
EACH MONTH FOR YOUR 


Life Can Be Beautiful Letters 


Have you sent in your Life Can Be 
Beautiful letter yet? If, some time in - 
your life, there was a moment when 
the meaning of happiness became 
clear to you, won’t you write your 
story to Papa David? For the letter . 
he considers best each month, Rapio 
Mirror will pay one hundred dollars. 
For each of the other letters received 
which we have space enough to print, 
Rapio Mirror Magazine will pay fif- 
teen dollars. Address your letters to 
Papa David, care of Raprio Mirror 
Magazine, 205 East 42, New York 17, 
New-York. No letters can be returned. 


a wash-board. I keep Tommy in 
school. He’s thirteen years old now. 
He’s in the sixth grade and is doing 
fine. I have to be just like a mother 
to him. 

I had a ninth grade education so 
I can help him with his lessons. I 
get his meals, keep him clean. Really 
he seems more like my son than my 
brother. He’s pretty good to me, too. 
Tommy and I get along well. 

All of us are praying and sticking 
together and looking forward to our 
Mother’s homecoming. Some boys 
and girls say they would die if any- 
thing should happen to their mother. 
Well, it did to ours and I hope this 
is a lesson. to everyone that thinks 
that way, so they can know that 
Life Can Still Be Beautiful. 

I know from experience. 

Miss B. W. 


Dear Papa David: 

Life ean be beautiful even though 
you are a widow, too old for em- 
ployment—though still energetic— 
dependent upon your children and 
obliged to live in other people’s 
homes. 

My husband and I put our sub- 
stance into raising and college edu- 
cation for two sons and one daughter, 
all in college at once. We went with- 
out a car ahd much more as our in- 
come was average. My husband said 
over and over, as if it bothered him, 
“If I go first, the children will have 
to look after (Continued on page 93) 
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Besides being a mother to young Kit and Jeff, Ruth has a full-time job mothering the eldest male Putnam, too! 


By GEORGE 


ried. I want a home and a family. Now you have to 

make up your mind. If not you,” I added, twirling my 
black mustache in what I sincerely hoped was a menacing 
gesture, “then someone else—” 

This is the way—sounds more realistic than romantic, 
doesn’t it?—that I proposed to Ruth Carhart, the girl who 
has been my wife for six supremely fulfilled and happy 
years. 

According to-Ruth’s version of my pedestrian proposal, 
and her reaction to it, the fact that I said I wanted a home 
and a family touched her more deeply than if I had wooed 
her with the tongue of a Shelley. She adds—kidding, no 
doubt—“When you muttered darkly, ‘If not you, then 
someone else’—that did it! I just decided no one else 


| SAID, “J have made up my mind. I want to get mar- 


A. PUTNAM 


was going to get you!” As if anyone else—! 
Prosaic as my proposal may sound, however, the fact 
that I was in love with Ruth, completely in love with her, 
motivated what was actually a canny appeal to what l 
knew was the deepest instinct in Ruth—the maternal 
instinct. 

So it was. So it is. 

Ruth likes to describe me as I was when she first met, 
and mothered me. “So thin,’ she says, “A spare 134 
pounds. In need of having your teeth fixed. Wearing 
those tortoise rims.” She likes to recall how she put 


ten pounds on me (easy as pie, the pie she makes, and) 
those apple pancakes!) and how she took me, literally by | 


the hand, to the dentist and with what a sense of creative 
achievement she replaced the thick-lensed specs with 
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George and Ruth wrote “our” song—Rain On My Heart 


Snappy numbers in a better-looking kind of horn rim. 

Ruth still takes mothering care of me and is exasper- 
ated, as a mother with a child, when she can’t get me up 
in the morning. (But she does, she does!) Or can’t get 
me to have a haircut concerning which, because of Henry, 
she is currently meeting with stubborn opposition. 

Henry is a raccoon. We found Henry when we were 
honeymooning (six years and some months from date of 
marriage) in Florida last winter, and adopted him. The 
lease on our apartment in Bronxville specifies “No cats 


That’s Henry, the famous egg-for-breakfast raccoon. 


or dogs,” but it doesn’t say anything about children, of 
which we are blessed with two—J effrey, called Jeff, four 
and one-half, and Christopher, called Kit, two and one- 
half—and it doesn’t say anything about raccoons. 

So we have Henry and, to get back to my present lack 
of sleek barbering, Henry likes my hair long. He likes to 


‘run his fingers through it. Henry also likes four and 


one-half minute eggs for breakfast. When I walked into 
the kitchen the other morning with my stop-watch in 
hand and said to Ruth, “Henry likes his eggs four and 


one-half minutes,” I didn’t think I had that long to live.. 


When I added, defensively, “You have to tempt Henry,” 
Ruth called heaven to witness that although there was a 
truck strike on and she couldn’t get meat for the children, 
she must “tempt” Henry! 

Just the same, I take good care of Henry. A few weeks 
ago, I took him to the vet in charge of the Bronx Zoo, 
for a check-up. When I came home, in a glow because 
I'd been told Henry’s coat is fine, his weight normal, his 
reflexes admirable, Ruth, torn between the urge to homi- 


cide or hysteria, said I could scarcely be happier if I had - 


taken the children to the pediatrician and been told they 
made Superman look puny! 

In her heart, however, Ruth loves Henry as much— 
well, almost as much—as I do and the kids love him more, 
if such be possible. One of these days, we hope to have a 
small farm, somewhere in Connecticut, perhaps, and then 
Henry. will have the right sort of friends. Jeff wants a 
zebra and I would like to have one of those small.kanga- 
roos, and a beaver. .. . 

But this is not the story of Henry—this is the story 
of Ruth and me, and how we met, (Continued on page 87) 
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The law itself has no heart, not even for people in love. But there’s 


nothing.to keep a lawyer from helping to bring a boy and a girl together 


Lucille Wall as PORTIA BLAKE 


' the star of Portia Faces Life, 


heard daily at 5:15 EST, on NBC, 


EING a lawyer brings you into contact with 
all sorts of people you might otherwise never 
meet—good people and bad, people who love, 

and people who hate and most of them in trouble 
of one sort or another. And being a woman 
lawyer, I’ve heard it said, makes you much more 
apt to become involved—because women are sup- 
posed to be so much more emotional than men, 
you know—with these people. Well, that may be 
so, or it may not. But I do know that I can re- 
member cases I’ve worked on where I’ve been 
pretty thankful for something inside me, call it 
sympathy or call it curiosity or what will you, 
that has impelled me to delve deeper into cireum- 
stances which seemed, on the surface, to add up to 
what are called “open and shut cases.” If that’s 
being female about my profession—well, Pm aw- 
fully glad I am! 

I remember one case in particular that wasn’t 
really my case at all. I heard an argument, and a 
girl crying, and I saw a boy with love and misery 
and pride warring in his heart, and... well, 
there I was, all of a sudden, right in the middle of 
it. Let me tell you about it. : 

I met the Evans girl and the Parrish boy because 
I took a trip to Lewisburg nearly three years ago. 
And that came about because Id had a letter from 
my husband, Walter, who was overseas at the time 
with the Office of Strategic Services, asking me to 
see if I could be of assistance to a brother officer. 
In due time this brother officer, Lucian Thompson, 
turned up, told me about a lawsuit involving some 
property belonging to his family, and I set off for 
Lewisburg, where the property was located, to 
make a search of the records. Somehow, since it 
was Walter who had asked me to help Captain 
Thompson, I wanted to do the search myself—in 
some obscure way, it made me fee! closer to 
Walter, who had been away so long, =nd whom 
I missed so sorely. : 

Dickie—my son, Walter’s step-son—felt the same 
way about it. Dickie had made some sort of clab- 
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“Ridiculous!” Aunt Edith exploded. “I never in all my life heard anything so insane!” 


orate plan for the time which I would need to be 
in Lewisburg, but when I told him that Walter had 
asked me to go, he gave up the plans without a 
murmur. Blood couldn’t possibly tie those two 
closer, my husband and my son, which makes me 
warmly happy every time I think of it. So Dickie 
and Miss Daisy, our housekeeper, saw me to the 
train, and off I went to Lewisburg—thinking I 
was going to make a search into musty old files, 
never realizing that I was going to search, instead, 


into the hearts of a boy and a girl who loved each — 


other so much, and an old woman who had not 
learned in all her years that real love is selfless. 

Lewisburg, seat of Rimrock County, is an old 
town for the Midwest, with a really lovely Colonial 


courthouse and square, a modern factory to keep 
it alive, and a busy little Main Street. I registered 
at the hotel there on that windy March morning, 
and then went straight to the courthouse, said I 
was Portia Blake, a lawyer, and asked permission 
to search the records in the Thompson case. 

Everyone was very helpful—especially a pretty, 
dark girl who led me to the law library. She 
found the books I asked for, made a couple of 
very helpful suggestions, saw that I was comfort- 
able, and started away. At the door she turned 
to say, “If there’s anything else you want, please 
call me, Miss Blake. I'll be right down the hall— 
and my name is Maxine Evans, by the way.” 

She smiled, and I smiled (Continued on page 63) 
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N INE-YEAR-OLD Norma Jean Nilsson could be 


any little girl who lives next door. 

Any little girl, preferably, who’s a baby Bern- 
hardt, has the I.Q. of a genius, and happens ‘to be in 
love with Jack Carson. “I adore him,” she says en- 
thusiastically. “I’d like to marry him when Im 
eighteen.” 

Which is going a little beyond the good neighbor 
policy, and beyond what's expected of her as Jack 
Carson’s next-door-neighbor, on his CBS program on 
Wednesdays. But Norma Jean always gives more than 
enough on everything. One reason, no doubt, why 
she’s the foremost child radio actress today. 

The reason also why she could still be the little girl 
living next door to you. She’s unaffected, unspoiled 
and sweet. An intellectual tom-girl who likes to play 
hopscotch, skate, and can play a convincing game of 
“Cowboys and Villains.” 

Life for her partially revolves around her dolls, a 


tit she might well te 
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beloved grey alley cat called “Pinky,” and a tiny turtle 
named “Flower.” She bought the turtle at a variety 
store in Times Square, smuggled him back to Holly- 
wood in a cottage cheese carton, and he lives in style 


in an old discarded blue granite roaster now. “Pinky” - 


is unimpressed with their present fame, and it takes 
some tall urging to get him to concede to photog- 
raphers’ requests and pose for special shots with 
Norma. “Please look at me, Pinky,” she begged on 
one occasion recently. “You’re a big shot now. You 
have to do what they say.” 

Her father, Dr. Arthur V. Nilsson, a brilliant man, 
is Professor of Anatomy at the Los Angeles College 
of Chiropractic. Her mother, who was studying to be 
a chiropractor when she married, was also talented in 
dramatics, and Norma inherits her own emotional 
ability from her. She has an older brother, Arthur, 
Jr., thirteen, who wants to be a shortwave “ham” 
radio operator, and to whom (Continued on page 90) 
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She’s in love with Jack Carson and 
plans to marry him when she grows up. 
So Wednesday night at CBS is Norma’s 
favorite time of all—that’s when she 
is on the air with Jack Carson’s show. 


The rest of the week, Norma spends 
her time with toys, pets, and things 
like having Mother fix her hair and fit 
her clothes—like any other little girl. 


Georgia and Kay Kyser live in a tiny house, _ 
but everything important fits into it—including 


Kim. And the door is always on the latch 


= 


Kay Kyser’s program is heard on ; : A) 
NBC, Wednesdays at 10:30 P.M. EST. 


EATHER ROAD, which clings to a woodsy 

slope back of Beverly, is a very small and 

inconspicuous street, and the house where 
Kay Kyser, Georgia, and eight-month-old Kim- 
berly live, is an equally small (for these parts) 
and inconspicuous house. A pretty house— 
strictly honeymoon cottage with a vine-covered 
doorway and brown shingle roof. But it is small 
—maybe a little too small for the Kyser com- 
bination, where you have to mix one confirmed 
bachelor (Kay celebrated his 39th birthday be- 
fore he gave in to the matrimonial urge) and one 
frustrated interior decorator. Georgia, who, as 
America’s most famous model, lived out of a 
hat box for years, admits to a terrible yen for 
“fixing up” houses. 

Kay, until June 1944, when Georgia and her. 
hat box moved into the Heather Road house, had 
lived in a cozy litter of old sheet music, new 
magazines and his great grandmother’s furniture. 
The elements of the bachelor house are still 
there—the old sheet music and the new maga- 
zines neatly catalogued in antique cabinets in 
Kay’s room, the drop-leaf tables, Hitchcock 
chairs and spool ‘beds—after all they were 
priceless antiques—displayed to best advantage 
throughout the house. Georgia may be an ama- 
teur decorator, but she knows a pine sawbuck 
table when she sees one. The changes are subtle, 
but they’re there. You don’t have to invade 
Kimberly’s nursery to find out that this is no 
longer a bachelor’s abode. 


You could, for instance, just count the pots of 
green stuff in the living room. ; 
“Never marry a girl,” Kay advises, ‘ ‘until you 


‘ find out how she feels about ivy.” Kay learned 


about this symptom of his wife’s secret disease 
too late. He would have you believe that he and 
Kim are soon to die a horrible death, smothered 
to death in a Georgia-made jungle of green 
leaves. 


“Georgia,” he complains bitterly, “puts ivy — 


in everything. In my grandmother’s copper cof- 


fee pot—ivy. In my Great Uncle Oscar’s brass - 


spittoon—ivy. A thing like this has got to end 
somewhere.” 


“Somewhere” turned up, in the day these Ro 


pictures were taken for Rapro Mirror, in the 
shape of the old cobbler’s bench which the Kysers 
use for a coffee table in their den. 

A cobbler’s bench, as even most interioe dec- 
orators know, was once a functional object. Cob- 
blers—shoe-makers, to you—sat astride the low 
bench at one end, fished supplies out of a stack 
of drawers at the other end, and cobbled. Now, 


rubbed to a fine luster, their drawers filled with ae 


cigarettes, coasters and matches, their benches 
loaded with hors d’oeuvres, they show up in the 
very best living rooms. 

Georgia had worried about Kay’s cobbler’s 
bench—like all the other old pieces in the house 
a genuine antique—for a long time. The black 
leather seat, she felt, was simply disreputable. 


- With photographers coming, something had to be 


the Kay Nysers 
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When KAY KYSER married GEORGIA CARROLL, he thought he was merely marrying the girl who had been one of 
America’s most sensational cover beauties, and whose career as a singer was getting well under way with the 
Old Professor’s own orchestra. But besides all this, he got, he says, the world’s most frustrated interior dec- 
orator. She’s raided his Southern family for antiques, used them in strange and wonderful ways, added an elaborate 
nursery to his small bachelor establishment—so that now it’s a home, and one of the happiest around Hollywood. 


rs 


Georgia lived out of a hat box; Kay lived in a clutter. 
Marriage has changed both their lives—and they love it. 


Kim’s well-equipped nursery comes with space 
for an eager father to try his hand at helping. 


Come and il Whe 
KAY KYSERS 


Ivy, Kay fears, will soon take up more 
room than the family; it’s everywhere. 


done. So, just before the cameraman—and Kay—ar- 
rived, she ripped out the timeworn and offensive leather, 
revealing a nice, round hole. Just the place, ultimately, 
for a plant. In the meantime, a round pewter tray was 
the best she could do. 

“What have you done to my cobbler’s bench?” Kay 
shouted upon sighting the improvement. Georgia had just 
taken out that “mangey old black leather.” And what 
was she going to put in its place? Some more ivy? 
Georgia had thought of using a plant. 

“And where,” Kay wanted to know, “are you going to 
put the hors d’oeuvres? When you get a hundred people 
in this four by five room and they want some hors 
doeuvres, where are you going to put the hors 


Airing Kimberly is a daily family project; 
it’s usually a slow parade on the terrace. 


When it’s spoonbread or corn pone, Madelon 
gives over to the specialist from North Carolina. 


Like every other Hollywood infant, Kimberly makes visits to the pho- 
tographer as regular a part of her routine as visits to the pediatrician. 


d’oeuvres?” He conjured up a host of starving guests. 

Georgia assured him the bench with a nice green plant 
in the center would be twice as attractive. Kay groaned. 
“Tt isn’t supposed to be attractive,” he said, “It is sup- 
posed to be used. And you have just fixed it so all we 
can do is smell it. Put it back, I tell you. I won’t let 
you desecrate a hundred-year-old cobbler’s bench.” 

No decision had been handed down as this article went 
to press. 

On other matters of “improvement’—and to give 
Georgia the credit she deserves, the total effect is de- 
lightfully informal and attractive—Kay has given ground 
gracefully. 

As a practical man, he would never have thought a 


pretty girl would want her bureau cluttered up with a 
bunch of blue and white bowls with setting hens on them. 

“Egg dishes,’ Georgia explained. “Very old.” 

Kay in his bachelor days would never have hounded 
the antique shops to find egg dishes for a bedroom. 
Neither, probably, would he have warmed up to a gold 
and white canopied bed. and blue and white patterned 
wall paper, but he has to admit—now that he has a wife 
with gold hair and blue eyes to show it off—that it’s 
really very pretty. 

“Just don’t go collecting seven-foot beds,” is the way 
he concedes defeat. “Remember this is a little house.” 

Georgia’s collecting—like the ivy mania—came as a 
bit of a shock to a man who (Continued on page 72) 


To know his own heart is not always easy, 


even for the doctor who is trained to 


solve the emotional problems of others 


DR. CARSON McVICKER, chief- 
of-staff of the Neuropsychiatric 
Institute, is a psychiatrist of 
| recognized achievement. Hand- 
| some and gracious, she is also 
very wilful, so used to having her 
own way that she cannot adjust 
2 to any denial of it. The frustra- 
tion of her love for Dr. Jim Brent, 
plus trouble with her unmanage- 
able husband, have brought Car- 
son to a state of nervous collapse. 
(played by Charlotte Manson) 


DR. JAMES BRENT, Carson’s 
assistant at the Neuropsychiatric 
Institute of New York, is the 
focus of a tangled emotional 
situation. An extremely capable 
doctor, he admires his brilliant, 
beautiful chief for her profes- 
sional competence, but all his 
love is for his wife Carol and 
their adored little girl Janie. 
The warmest friendship is all 
that Dr. Jim can offer Carson. 


(played by Matt Crowley) 
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CAROL BRENT, Dr. Jim’s lovely, petite wife, is trying desperately to overcome the natural jealousy she feels 

toward Carson—an effort made no easier by Carson’s public avowal of her love for Jim. But Carol has lived through 

one unhappy marriage; all her strength of character and bitter experience are behind her determination to make this 

marriage a success. These qualities of character, as well as her beauty and the charm of her daughter Janie, are find- 

ing their way into the portrait that IRWIN DALEY is painting of the mother and child. Largely because of the per- 

sonalities of his subjects, Daley, who has never before done anything worth while, is turning out a real masterpiece. 
(Carol is played by Marion Shockley; Daley is played by John Briggs ) 
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ISOBEL DALEY, Carson’s - secre- 
tary, tired of supporting her shift- 
less father, artist Irwin Daley, forced 
him to go to the Brent home to do 
a portrait of Frances Brent. But in- 
stead of painting. Frances Irwin is 
doing a portrait of Carol and Janie. 
(played by Mary Patton) 


ALICE RANDALL, a school teacher in the small Pennsylvania 
village of Merrimac, makes her home at the same farmhouse 
where Carson and Frank Dana are living. A victim of Brewster’s 
disease, which seriously incapacitates her, Alice will not allow the 
illness to embitter her. She remains simple and gentle, with a 


sweetness of personality that makes her friendship desirable. 


(played by Terry Rice) 
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BUTCH BRENT is Dr. Jim’s foster son, a 
young doctor recently out of the Army and 
not yet set up in practice. Civilian life 
is being made harder rather than easier for 
genial, affectionate Butch by his bride 
FRANCES, a handsome, flamboyant young 
woman whose orphanage childhood left her 
with a tremendous fear of poverty, and a 
fierce determination to obtain money and 
position. Hard, callous, ill-educated, 
Frances regards Butch merely as a key to 
security, but her inability to fit in with 
his family makes her defiant and: reckless. 
(Eileen Palmer and Lawson Zerbe) 
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Road of Life is heard twice a day, Monday 
through Friday, at 10:30 A.M. EST on 
NBC, and again at 1:45 P.M. EST, over CBS. 


FRANK DANA, former war correspondent, 
lives with the farm family to whose home Carson 
came for her much-needed rest. Frank has seen 
a vast amount of tragedy and destruction; he 
is sharp-tongued and rather bitter, and when he 
met Carson was particularly unamiable to her. 
His estimate of her changed somewhat, how- 
ever, when his caustic comments helped to ma- 
neuver the wealthy Carson into a genuine attempt 
to do something constructive with her money. 


(played by John Larkin) 


Onions, green peppers, to- _ 
_ matoes combine colorfully 
and tastily. Let experience 
_ guide you in the seasoning. Se 


Citizen of se World, Cis sauce: 


| _ Pomegranate seeds in halves 

of alligator pear make an ex- 
otic salad to go well with a 
| simple One Dish Egg Dinner. 
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are filled with discouraging stories about 
disagreements between countries all over 
the world I find myself wondering if we are 
going about the business of international rela- 
tionships in the most direct and efficient way. 
know some of you will feel like telling me 
to stick to the things I know about and leave 
international affairs to statesmen who are 
trained for the job. But even so, and even 
though I would not for the world seem to 
criticize their work, I-can’t help thinking that 
there is altogether too much emphasis placed 


ee once in awhile when the newspapers 


on racial differences and not nearly enough on 


racial similarities, and that if we would try 
harder to overlook the differences and concen- 
trate on the things we have in common with 
other countries we might find after awhile that 
the differences are not insurmountable. Of 
course, since my two great interests are music 
and food, my personal observations are in those 
fields. I know that people of all nations respond 
to the same things in music; every country has 
songs of home and childhood and mother love, 


melodies of young romance and gay dancing 


tunes. They are not the same songs, of course, 
but they are the musical expression of feelings 
which are universal regardless of nationality. 
I have found, too, that the same foods are used 
in various nations, prepared in similar fashion. 
For instance, there is the very delectable com- 
bination of onions, green peppers and tomatoes. 


It is so popular with food lovers in our own 


and many other countries that I believe it’s a 


valid indieation that, if we investigated, we'd 


find a lot of other shared tastes and ideas. 
A sauce made of onions, green peppers and 


- tomatoes is simple to prepare. Onions and green 


peppers are year-round in the markets, and the 
tomatoes you use may be either fresh or canned, 


or you might even experiment with the de- 
hydrated ones. Since it can be used as the 
basis for an almost endless variety of recipes 


I have called it my basic sauce. 
Basic Sauce 


2 tbls. margarine or other shortening 


1 clove garlic (optional) 


Eine 1 medium onion, chopped fine 


2 green peppers, chopped fine 
3 fresh tomatoes, chopped fine (or equivalent in canned 
tomatoes) 


14 tsp. salt; pinch pepper 


CEBOAT 


Sauté onion and garlic in margarine, using 
low flame, for 2 to 3 minutes. Add green pepper 
and continue cooking, stirring occasionally, 
until onion is clear and golden. Add tomatoes, 
salt and pepper and continue cooking until all 
vegetables are tender and sauce is rich and 
thick. There is almost no limit to the ways in 
which this basic sauce can be used. One way 
is Eggs Aleppo, which I so have named because 
the friend who gave me the recipe is a native 
of that city. 


Eggs Aleppo 


Basic Sauce 
2 to 4 eggs 
1 package wide noodles 


Prepare sauce as directed. Cook noodles in 
boiling salted water until tender. When sauce 
is finished, break eggs carefully over the top, 
allowing 1 or 2 per serving. Bake in medium 
oven until eggs are set. Arrange cooked, well- 
drained noodles on serving plates and top each 
with a portion of the basic sauce and egg 
combination. A variation of this recipe is the 
one-dish egg dinner which we have illustrated 
on the opposite page. . 


One-Dish Egg Dinner 


Cook onion and green peppers as directed 
for basic sauce. Turn into well greased indi- 
vidual baking dishes. Add the diced tomatoes, 
raw, and to each baking (Continued on page 113) 


By 


KATE SMITH 


RADIO MIRROR 
FOOD COUNSELOR 


Listen Monday through Friday at noon when Kate 
Smith Speaks, and Sunday nights at 6:30 EST, 


when Kate Smith Sings—on the CBS network. 
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iments wi pre-pasted paper 


YF you think that a penthouse off Fifth Avenue 
would be the answer to all your dreams, take the 

word of Julie Stevens, who plays the title role in 
CBS’s The Romance of Helen Trent, that there is 
more to dreams than dreaming them. 

Julie has the penthouse. It was her first apartment 
to do with as she pleased, for she had gone straight 
from the family home in Ferguson, a suburb of St. 
Louis, to a succession of hotels and furnished apart- 
ments. But—it’s tiny. “I’d had visions,” she said, 

For decoration, or to con- “of acres of carpeted floors, huge wing chairs... 
seal damage a plains paxche but the tape measure proved that if I put that kind 

Ss Ora eNGE NGG of furniture into this room we couldn’t get into it 
a ourselves.” 

So she kept the floors and walls dark, because con- 
trasting colors reduce the size of a room. Instead of 
the wing chairs of her dream, she has two small over- 
stuffed ones—just right to relax in before dinner 
while she and her husband (Charles Underhill, a 
director of short commercial films for RKO-Pathe) 
bring each other up to date on the day’s activities. 

“Closets are the hardest to keep in order,” Julie 
told us. “We started out right, but all of a sudden 
we had a chaotic collection of boxes of all sizes and 
colors.” Casting about for a means of restoring order, 
Julie decided that a ready-pasted wallpaper was the 
answer. She chose an all-over pattern of green leaves 
on white ground, which comes packaged with a border. 
design of horizontal green stripes on white. Out came 
the boxes to be refurbished—‘“‘and everything went 
back into place that same day!” 

From that beginning, Julie went on. She covered 
her cook book and a matching’ box to hold kitchen 
gadgets; she’s going to line dresser drawers with it— 
it won’t slip, of course, as the usual dresser-lining 
will; and in china cabinets it’s an effective background. 
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books, a whole desk 


smart stripes, diagonal or 


First attempt at an evening 
dress: lustrous black- velvet, 
boned bodice outlined in gold- 
embroidered satin. For cock- 


tails (below) two-piece black 
1 


taffeta, rounded peplum 
anced by hack-flaring skirt; 
add glamor with pearls at the 
throat, brief black satin gloves. 


r OUISE FITCH, of the cast of CBS’s 
) Big Sister, started to sew two years 
54 ago. “I was fed up with high prices 
and poor quality,” she said, “as who isn’t? 
But I didn’t even have the time for a 
sewing course. I just got some material 
and a pattern and went ahead.” 

“Follow directions” became her law, 
after one or two failures because the 
directions seemed too complicated. And 
“start on cheap material’ is her advice 
to beginners. Suits are~ difficult, but 
Louise has achieved two. The white one 
(right) fits perfectly, boasts notched 
lapels and bound buttonholes of profes- 
sional precision. She wears it with navy. 

Some of her best things have been ac- 
cidents. The fawn whipcord (bottom 
right) came from a friend as a protective 
wrapping around a package. The ivory 
gold-embroidered satin on the evening 
dress was a gift from actress Blanche 
Yurka. Louise made this for a special 
occasion—opening night of the Horse 
Show. “We were going to dinner first,” 
she recalled. “Dinner was six-thirty— 
and at six I was putting in the hem!” 
But at six-thirty the horsehair-stiffened 
skirt was a graceful swirl around her 
feet as out she went to dinner. 

“And the best thing,” Louise says, “is 
that if you make your things well, of 
good materials, they go on for years.” 
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All Times Below Are EASTERN STANDARDLTIMES 
For Correct CENTRAL STANDARD TIME, Subtract One Hour 


fe NBC 660k - MBS 710k ABC 770k CBS 380k 


Earl Wild Caroline Calling 


People’s Church White Rabbit Line 


Renfro Valley Folks 


Words and Music Tone Tapestries 


Johnson Family 
Church of the Air 
Church of the Air 


8:30 
8:45 
9:00 
9:15 |Story to Order 
9:30 
9:40 
10:00 


Bible Highlights Radio Bible Class Message of Israel 


Circle Arrow Show | Voice of Prophecy Southernaires 


MONDAY 


Bible Institute 


Fine Arts Quartet |Wings Over Jordan 


11:30 Reviewing Stand Hour of Faith Salt Lake Tabernacle A.M. NBC 660k MBS 710k ABC 770k CBS 880k 
11:45 {Solitaire Time is 
8:30 
8:45 
9:00 |Honeymoon in New z Breakfast Club yest A 
AFTERNOON PROGRAMS ane York Shady Valley Folks This Is New York a 
9:45 
12:00 Pilgrim Hour Invitation to Learn- S| - SSS SSS] 
ing 10:00 |Lee Sullivan Once Over Lightly |My True Story Joe Powers 
12:15 10:15 |Lora Lawton Faith In Our Time 
eee Eternal Light Lutheran Hour String Orchestra 10:30 | Road of Life Say It With Music Hymns af All Evelyn Winters 
: urches ia 
patrons | eT ee eee 10:45 | Joyce Jordan Club Time Time to Remember 
1:00 |America United Crime Cases Johnny Thompson ‘| People’s Platform Se ; SaaS SS 
1:15 Radio Warblers Leo Durocher 11:00 |Fred Waring e Tom Breneman Arthur Godfrey 
1:30 |Chicago Round Table| Juvenile Jury Sammy Kaye Time For Reason 14:15 ; Tell Your Neighbor é é 
1:45 Opportunity U.S.A. 11:30 |Jack Berch Bill Harrington Gilbert Martyn 
eS 11:45 |David Harum Victor H. Lindlahr |Ted Malone Rosemary 
2:0) Married For Life Warriors of Peace 
2:30 James Melton ' we National Vespers Stradivari Orch. 
: t i ti 
coe ma AFTERNOON PROGRAMS 
3: ae Carmen Cavallaro Open House Dr . Danfield N. Y. Philharmonic 7 x Al 
‘ 3: 30 |One Man’s Family (Crimes of Careless- |From Hollywood t 
3:45 ness Samuel Pettingill Wen aes te Glamour Manor faa Sati Speaks 
een |= ST a 3 orton Downey ; unt Jenny | 
4:00 |The Quiz Kids House of Mystery Are These Our 12:30 Quaker City Serenade|At Your Request Helen Trent q 
Ast Children 12:45 Naval Academy Band Our Gal Sunday Bi 
4:30 Grand Marquee True Detective Green Hornet Hour of Charm 1:00 Editor’s Diary : Big Sister | 
se 130 Jackie Hill Ve nM U | 
LSS Se Eo ; ackie Hi oung Dr. Malone ; 
Bab NBC Symphony The Shadow Darts for Dough The Family Hour 1:45 John J. Anthony Road of Life 4 
5:30 Quick As A Flash David Harding ; 2:00 |Today’s Children Second Mrs. Burton { 
5:45 Hoagy Carmichael 2:15 |Women in White Smile Time Ethel and Albert Perry Mason | 
2:30 |Masquerade Queen For A Day Bride and Groom : : | 
2:45 |Light of the World Rose of Dreams } 
EVENING PROGRAMS 3:00 |Life Can Be Beautiful|Heart’s Desire Ladies Be Seated. {Cinderella Inc. _ | 
3:15 |Ma Perkins Judy Lang Songs | 
3:30 |Pepper Young Hospitality Club Winner Take All q 
6:00 |The Catholic Hour |Those Websters Sunday Evening Ozzie and Harriet 3:45 Right to Happiness | Jackie Hill Jean Colbert 
6:15 acy, 4:00 |Backstage Wi i i 
: aL AS F f : ge Wife Erskine Johnson Tommy Riggs Show |House Party 
Bao Bob Burns Nick Carter Willie Piper Kate Smith Sings 4:15 |Stella Dallas Johnson Family 
4:30 |Lorenzo Jones Sea Hound Cliff Edwards Hollywood Jackpot 
7:00 |Jack Benny Symphonic Notes Drew Pearson Gene Autry 4:15 |Young Widder Brown/Buck Rogers Dick Tracy 
7:15 B 2 = ae TT | Tt a | een 
: ‘ A 5:00 |When A Girl Marries|Hop Harrigan . |Terry and Pirates American School of ~ 
ue Fitch Bandwagon Dance Orchestra Stump the Authors {Blondie 5:15 (Portia Faces Life Superman Sky King : the Air 
: 5:30 | Just Plain Bill Captain Midnight Jack Armstrong Oklahoma Roundup 
a 700 |Edgar Bergen Meditation Hour Paul Whiteman Sam Spade 5:45 [Front Page Farrell__|Tom Mix Tennessee Jed - 
8:15 
Be 0 Fred Allen Special Investigator |The Clock Crime Doctor * 
9:00 |Manhattan Merry- |Exploring the Walter Winchell Hildegarde EVENING PROGRAMS 
9:15 Go-Round Unknown Louella Parsons 


Double or Nothing | Jimmie Fidler Eddie Bracken 


9:30 |American Album 
9:45 Policewoman 


=| 6:00 ; 
H Th Guil Take It Or L 6:15 |Sketches in Melodies In My Opinion , 
HO oo Don Ameche eatre Guild ake r Leave It 6:30 Red Barber Sports 
10:30 |Meet Me at Parky’s |Latin American i We the People 6:45 
10: ‘4 eel “Serenade 2 7:00 |Chesterfield Club Mystery of the Week 
11:00 7:15 ; Vincent Lopez Jack Smith _ | 
7:30 The Lone Ranger Bob Hawk Show 
7:45 Inside of Sports - 
Bee Cavalcade of America|Bulldog Drummond |Lum and Abner Inner Sanctum 
8:30 |Voice of Firestone |Casebook of Gregory |Fat Man Detective |Joan Davis 
8:45 Hood Stories FE. 
9:00 |Telephone Hour Dark Venture Lux Radio Theatre — 
9:15 Real Stories - ¥ 
9:30 |Victor Borge Guy Lombardo Johnny Olsen’s ts 
9:45 Rumpus Room 
10:00 
10:15 


10:30 [Dr. |. Q. 


try”. 


—is “the girl” j in the life of Joe 
Powers of Oakville, heard on 
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the Screen Guild and Silver 
Theatre programs on CBS, 

one of the youngest announcers 
exact, 
twenty-three, with years of ex- 


airs 1o be 


he’s 


perience behind him—including a year of being the 
object of Gracie’s radio affections en the Burns and 


Allen show. 


He sums up: 


“J always knew what I 


wanted so I went ahead and did it.” 
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back at her, feeling somehow that even a day spent poring 
over dusty records could not be too dull with Maxine Evans 
just around the corner. She was that kind of girl. Her nose 
turned up a little, and her eyes tilted upward at the corners, 
and when she smiled, she radiated youth and life. 

She looked in twice in the course of the day, once to re- 
mind me that it was nearly noon, and to recommend the 
restaurant on the corner for a quick lunch, and again in the 
afternoon to ask how I was getting on. When the shadows 
had lengthened over the rows of sober black-bound volumes 
with their gilt lettering, she opened the door again. 

“Five o’clock, Miss Blake,” she said. ‘“We’re closing.” 

“Five already!” I was dismayed. I was deep in Thompson 
family history. With just a little more time, I felt, I would 
have what I wanted. 

She understood immediately. “Well,” she hesitated, “we’re 
supposed to close, but I’ll be here for another half-hour. 
If you want to stay, the janitor can let us both out.” 

I thanked her, and in a few minutes found out that the 
extra time did me no good at all. I was well on the trail 
of the Thompson properties—but it was the wrong property 
and the wrong branch of the Thompson family. With a sigh, 
I closed the books, stuffed my useless notes into my brief 


_case. The hall was empty as I let myself out of the library; 


my footsteps struck hollow echoes on the old wooden floors. 
Then suddenly there were voices, raised in sharp altercation. 
I stopped. The quarrel was going on in the front office, 
through which I had to pass to reach the outside. One voice 
was Maxine’s, and the other was a man’s—a nice voice, I 
noticed, deep and steady, even now when it was quick with 
anger. I started to retreat to the library; then I heard foot- 
steps, a door slam, sudden silence. 

After a moment or two I went on, opened the door to the 
office. Maxine was alone; standing by her desk, her back 
toward me. Compact in hand, she was poking mechanically 
at her hair with shaking fingers. As she heard me, she 
turned, and I saw that she had been crying. It was one of 
those moments which, ignored, keeps you forever strangers 
or which, faced squarely, makes you forever friends. Maxine 
and I made friends. 

“I’m sorry,” I said hesitantly. “I heard—” 

“You heard us quarreling,” she said flatly. Then she burst 
out, “Oh, Miss Blake, it’s so unfair! That was my fiance. He’s 
going to Panama on a construction job, and we want to be 


‘married before he leaves, so that I can go with him. And 


we can’t because I’m not of age.” 

“Not of age!” I exclaimed. Young and lovely as she was, 
there was nothing immature about Maxine. I’d have said 
that she was twenty-three or four. 

She nodded, rueful humor twisting her mouth. “Isn’t that 
silly? Pll be twenty-one in three months—the age of consent 
in this state is twenty-one. And my aunt—she’s my only 
relative; my parents are dead—insists that we wait until 
Bill comes back. That will be two years, perhaps longer. In 
these days, two years is a long time.” 

It was, indeed. I thought, achingly, of Walter. In those 
days, when one’s whole life was circumscribed by the war, 
two years could be eternity. 

“That’s why we quarrel,” she went on. “I want to elope, 
get married in another state, and go on to Panama. Then 
Aunt Edith couldn’t reach us to separate us. Or by the time 
she could, I’d be of age, even here. But Bill won’t do it. He 
says he’s afraid of spoiling everything by not doing things 
right.” 

I approved of Bill. Cautiously, I said that I thought he had 
the right idea. 

“I suppose he has,” she said reluctantly, but there was 
pride in her voice. I liked her for that, too, for being proud 
of Bill even though she disagreed with him. She snapped 
her compact shut, dropped it in her bag, summoned a kind 
of smile for me. “The worst of it is, we have only a few 
weeks left to be together. The less time we have, the more 
desperate I feel, and the more we spoil the time by quar- 
reling.” 

Ours the wind had gone down, and the evening was 
all soft blue dusk, filled with the first moist warmth of 
spring. As we went down the walk, a tall figure came out of 
the shadows, took Maxine’s arm. 

“Honey, I’m sorry,” he began. “We can’t fight now—” He 
stopped. : , 

“Miss Blake, this is Bill Parrish,” said Maxine. I looked 
up at a tall, fair young man, and understood. the lift in her 
voice when she spoke his name. 

To Bill she said, “This is Portia Blake, a lawyer from New 
York. I—I told her about us.” : 

He laughed, “I expect you did. What do you do with a 


girl like this, Miss Blake?. She gets an 
idea in her head, and she can’t think of 
anything else.” 

It almost hurt to see them. They 
were both so young, so much in love, 
so proud of each other. I chatted with 
them for a few minutes, and kept a firm 
hold on my own emotions. I was not, 
I told myself, going to become involved 
in their affairs. I thought they looked 
wonderfully right together, but I knew 
really very little about them, and I had 
no business meddling, no right to take 
sides. Firmly determined to forget 
about them, I left them standing in the 
soft spring twilight. 

But forgetting about them turned out 
to be impossible. When I reached the 
hotel, I noticed for the first time the 
sign above the doorway: Parrish House. 
The hotel, I found out, was operated 
by Bill’s father. Later, from my table 
in the dining room, I saw Bill in the 
archway that led to the lobby. He 
grinned at me, and came across the 
floor to ask if I was enjoying my dinner. 

“Very much,” I said truthfully. “It’s 
unusually good.” 

“Should be,” he said. “Mother runs 
the kitchen. Her cooking is one of 
the things I'll miss when I’m away.” 


F that was an opening to talk about 

his trip, I didn’t take it. We talked a 
bit, but about impersonal things—the 
shortages, and the difficulty of running 
a hotel. After Bill had gone, the portly 
waitress came up with dessert. She had 
been amiable enough before; now that 
she had seen me talking with Bill, she 
treated me like an old acquaintance. 

“Young Mr. Parrish is awfully nice, 
isn’t he?” she remarked. “He’s going 
away, you know—to Panama on a war 
job. He wants to take his girl with him 
when he goes, and he can’t because her 
aunt won’t let them get married.” 

I must have looked surprised at this 
sudden burst of conversation, because 
she broke off abruptly and busied her- 
self with setting coffee before me. I 
began to understand that all Lewisburg 
was on the side of Maxine and Bill, 
was watching their romance with the 
breathless interest they would have 
taken in a serial on the radio. 

I read for a while in the lobby after 
dinner, and fell into conversation with 
a middle-aged man who was a perma- 
nent guest at the hotel. ‘“Maxine’s a 
nice, level-headed girl,” he said. “I’ve 
known her since she was knee high. 
Her mother and father were killed in 
an auto accident when she was ten, and 
left her with the aunt. I’ve known her 
forever, too—went to school with her. A 
nice woman, but—not flighty, exactly, 
just feminine. It’d be a question as to 
who’s brought whom up, the aunt or 
the girl. Edith’s possessive, that’s all 
that’s wrong with her. Wants to keep 
Maxine tied to-her apron strings—” 

I felt rising in me the tide of par- 
tisanship that is my worst fault, both as 
a person and as a lawyer. And as clear- 
ly as if he’d been there, I saw Walter’s 
face, saw the fond raillery in his eyes as 
he loved me and laughed at me at once. 
I could hear him say, “Go ahead, Portia 
darling. You know you’re going to do 
what you can for those kids—why don’t 
you get started?” 

Walter—lI’d come to Lewisburg on an 
errand for Walter. I wasn’t doing much 
for him, but in those days when women 
could do nothing but watch the mails 
and wait for their men to come home, a 
little meant a great deal. I hadn’t come 
here to champion a girl and boy who 
meant nothing to me. 

But it didn’t do any good to tell my- 
self that I was letting my sympathies 


run away with me-and that Maxine’s 
aunt, for all the evidence seemed to 
the contrary, must be somewhat in the 
right—not when I saw Maxine the next 
day at the courthouse. She greeted me 
as though nothing had happened, but 
I saw now things I’d been blind to be- 
fore—the strained look that was there 
even when she smiled, the harried, al- 
most desperate expression in her eyes. 

That noon we lunched together. We 
happened to leave the courthouse at 


the same time, and automatically fell. 


into step. Maxine asked how my work 
was progressing, and I told her about 
the Thompson case. She listened care- 
fully, putting in a word here, making 
suggestions. 

“Judge Colby might help you,” she 
said at length. “He’s out of town now, 
but he should be back tomorrow or the 
next day. He’s a wonderful person, and 
he knows everything there is to know 
about Rimrock County. He’s been judge 
of this district for twenty years.” 

She did not mention Bill nor her 
aunt; it was I who brought up the sub- 
ject when we were on our way back 
to the courthouse. 

“Maxine,” I asked, trying to sound 
just casually curious, “is your aunt your 
guardian?” 

She shook her head. “No. She was 
married to my uncle, my mother’s 
brother. He died long before I was born, 
and she came to live with Mother and 
Father. Because she’d always lived 


with us, they just assumed that she’d’ 


take care of me if anything ever hap- 
pened to them.” 

“Then perhaps she has no real au- 
thority over you. In some states—” I 
spoke as if I hadn’t spent a good hour 
checking the law in that very state that 
morning—“in some states so distant a 
relationship as that of an aunt by mar- 
riage would not be honored by the 
courts—” 


HE gave me a comprehensive glance. 

“Tt isn’t here, either,” she said. “I’ve 
talked it all over with Judge Colby. 
Legally, I’m a ward of the state. But 
you see, Mother and Dad left a will, 
naming Aunt Edith as executor of their 
estate. It isn’t a great deal—a business 
building here in town and the house we 
live in—but the income from the busi- 
ness property is enough for me to live 
on comfortably. That’s what the trouble 
is really about. Aunt Edith says that if 
I marry Bill without her consent, she’ll 
take the property away from me. I 
don’t think she really would, if it came 
right down to it, but Bill’s "afraid she 
might do something foolish just to show 
her authority—sell it, and invest the 
money, perhaps unwisely. And he 
wants me to have the property. His job 
is dangerous—men have been killed on 
it. He wants me to have more than the 
little insurance he could leave me if 
anything should happen to him. Do 
you see, Miss Blake? Between the two 
of them I haven’t a chance.” 

I said nothing. I wanted to comfort 
her some way—and there was nothing I 
could say that would help. When I had 
checked on the laws of succession that 
morning, I had thought I might be put- 
ting into Maxine’s hands the keys to 
her freedom. 

Then she said, “I told Aunt Edith 
about you, Miss Blake. She wants you 
to come to dinner tonight.” She laughed 
at my surprised look. “Oh, I know you 
haven’t met her—but she loves to en- 
tertain. We don’t have strangers in 
town often, you know. Besides, she 
just has to show you that her cooking 
is better than that at the Parrish House. 
The Parrishes used to be her best 


‘purpose: she wanted me to see what a 


up over Bill and me, she can’t concede 
them a thing. Will you come?” i 

I would have accepted had the invita- 
tion been far less graciously given, I 
was that curious to meet Maxine’s aunt. 

The very recollection of Edith Arnold 
still makes me feel something of anger, 
and something of pity, and much | 
amusement. She turned out to be ex- 
actly the sort of woman you’d expect 
to carry a disagreement over a wedding | 
into the kitchen. 

She met us at the door that night 
when I went home with Maxine to the 
comfortable green-shuttered house. She 
had a dry, bright prettiness, reminding 
me of nothing so much as those flowers 
called everlasting, which, tied properly 
and dried, keep their form and their 
color indefinitely. 

“Miss Blake!” she exclaimed, 
nice of you to come! 
are so pleased!” 

“Maxine and I’—it seemed to me 
that right from the beginning she was 
determined to prove that she and Max- 
ine were an incorruptible unit. I think 
now that she had invited me with a 


friends, but since this trouble has come 
; 
i 
4 
4 


“how 
Maxine and I 


pleasant home Maxine had, how many 4 
advantages. 


E had a perfect dinner, faultlessly | 

served. Aunt Edith chattered bright- — 
ly through it, a conversation sprinkled — 
freely with “Maxine and J” and de- 
voted mostly to reminiscences of Max- 
ine as a child, Maxine at school, trips 
and holidays she and Maxine had 
shared. She overdid it; Maxine’s nat- 
ural gaiety finally failed to rise to a 
funny story, and there was a silence. 
Then Aunt Edith brought the lurking — | 
awkwardness out into the light. She 
glanced archly from Maxine to me. 

“What do you think of my niece, 
Miss Blake, for wanting to leave her 
home and her friends and go bolting off 
to the jungle for years and years? Do 
you think that’s any life for a girl 
who’s had everything—” 

“Tt’s only two years,” said Maxine. 
“And I won’t be in the jungle, Aunt 
Edith. Ill be right in Panama City 
while Bill’s out on field work.” 

“Now you see?” said Aunt Edith 
triumphantly. “You wouldn’t be with > 
him all the time anyway. And if it’s — 
only two years, you can afford to wait.” 

They both looked at me, Maxine — 
helplessly, in mute appeal, Aunt Edith ; 
imperiously, demanding corroboration. — 
I said something evasive about know- ~ 
ing too little to offer an opinion, and 
felt like a traitor. I didn’t like being © 
drawn into the argument; I resented — 
even more Aunt Edith’s air of righteous ~ 
concern. Undoubtedly she loved her — 
niece and wanted to see her happy, but — 
I felt, too, that she was rather enjoying — 
the drama of the situation. b 

Bill came in after dinner. Maxine, — 
who had been shifting uncomfortably © 
while her aunt showed me albums full © 
of snapshots of Maxine as a child, Max- | 
ine at school, Maxine in her first party © 
dress, rose to meet him with a little cry 
of relief. Bill smiled at us, a sober — 
smile, I thought. | 

“Mind if I borrow Maxine for a = 
while?” he asked. “We’ve got things | 
to talk about.” i 

Aunt Edith gave him her brittle, © 
sparkly smile, 
moved out to’ the front porch while 
Aunt Edith took me upstairs to show 


= 
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room, with ruffled drapes and ela 
and a little frilly vanity. 
“T made everything myself,’ A 
Edith told me. (Continued on page 
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New! Blush-cleanse your face =/or et Lngaged-lavely look. 


See it give your skin: 
—an instant clean, refreshed look 


—an instant softer, silkier feel 


You'll see results tonight— 
with the new blush-cleansing 
with Pond’s Cold Cream. 

Youblush-cleanse—Rouse face 
with warm water. Dip deep into 


Pond’s Cold Cream. Swirl it on 
your receptively moist, warm 


skin in little creamy “‘engage- 
ment ring”’ circles up over your 
face, throat. Tissue off. 

You blush-rinse—Swirl about 
25 more creamy Pond’s circlets 
over face. Tissue well. Tingle 
with cold water. Blot dry. 


Extra clean, soft, glowing — 
your face will feel! Pond’s demul- 
cent action softens, loosens dirt 
and make-up — helps free your 
skin! Every night, this full blush- 
cleansing. Every morning, a once- 


over blush-cleansing with Pond’s. 


—a lovely blush of color 


BARBARA'S RING— 
a stunning diamond 
set with utmost 
simplicity 


has Cagagel / 
She's Lovely ! 
She uses Pond'’s! 


BarBARA CuIpMAN is the delightful daughter 
of Mr. and Mrs. Charles Chipman—of New 
York and.Kaston, Pa., where the family’s 
beautiful country house is located. She is 
engaged to Barrie McDowell, of New York, 
who served two years overseas, in the Army. 


Her beauty is poetic—and memorable—her 
hair like a shining cap of gold, her brown- 
amber eyes, the warm peaches-and-dew look 
of her soft, young complexion. 


Barbara finds blush-cleansing with Pond’s 
delightful, “I love the glowy, clean-smooth 
feeling my face has after it,”’ she says. 

Have the Pond’s blush-cleansed look! Get 
a big 6-ounce jar of Pond’s Cold Cream today. 


BarBARA CHIPMAN says—‘“‘I just love this blush-cleansing with Pond’s Cold Cream” 


Otnong CRC beautjl women of Choctety 
euteo use Sond 
ND® H. H. PRINCESS PRISCILLA BIBESCO 
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MRS. HENRY L. ROOSEVELT, JR. THE DUCHESS DE RICHELIEU 


THE LADY VICTORIA MONTAGU-DOUGLAS-SCOTT 


MRS. RICHARD C. DU PONT MRS. ANTHONY J. DREXEL, III 
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MRS. FRANCIS GROVER CLEVELAND 


Engagement ring diamonds for some of America’s loveliest girls! 


65 


ry 


How to Relieve 
PAIN? 


Ll answer that... 
Sa ~ 


Just take a Midol tablet with a 
glass of water. That’s all! 


Then you can forget that old- 
fashioned idea that functional 
periodic pain means suffering, 
for you will be doing what mil- 
lions of girls and women do, to 
get relief from periodic pain, 
headache, backache and that 
“Jet-down’’ feeling. 

You see, Midol’s formula is so 
compounded that it doesn’t in- 
terfere with the normal men- 
strual process, yet it helps give 
quick relief from pain and dis- 
comfort in 3 ways: 1—Midol 
contains an exclusive ingredient 
that relaxes tense muscles— 
soothes cramps fast. 2—A second 
ingredient relieves menstrual 
headache quickly. 3—Still an- 
other ingredient acts to dispel 
“blues”, picks you up! 

So take a Midol tablet with a 
glass of water at the first sign of 
menstrual pain, and learn how 
easy you can go through your 
period. Your druggist has Midol. 


MIDOL 


PERSONAL SAMPLE-—in plain envelope. 
Write Dept. N-27, Room 1418, 
41 East 42nd St., New York 17,N.Y. U 
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(Continued from page 64) “Pye always 
made Maxine’s things, even when her > 


mother was alive. Maxine is handy 
with a needle, too; we have such fun, 
planning wardrobes and sewing.” 

Again I felt sorry for her, this fussy 
little woman who had wrapped her 
whole life around her niece and didn’t 
know when to let go. Then a breath of 
soft air stirred the curtains, and I en- 
visioned Maxine sewing with her aunt 
through the sweet spring evenings, 
when she could be in Panama with Bill. 

They were still on the porch when 
we came back downstairs. I said good- 
night to them there, refusing Bill’s offer 
to walk me back to the hotel. I started 
down the walk, with Aunt Edith calling 
after me, “Now mind your step, Miss 
Blake—” 

I didn’t watch my step. My ankle 
turned when I was just past the square 
of light that fell from the doorway. I 
righted myself, found that the heel of 
one shoe had snapped. I was half kneel- 
ing, struggling to clap the heel back in 
place, when I heard voices from the 
porch. Maxine’s was level, deadly 
calm. 

“You might as well,” she was saying. 
“I won’t stay here after you go, I’ll fol- 
low you someway. Panama isn’t a for- 
eign country. I can get passage—” 


HEN Bill, flat, a little tired, almost 

bitter: “I wish you’d see my side of 
it, Maxine. Running off and getting 
married will be one of those things 
where I'll be a hero if everything turns 
out all right, and an unthinking fool if 
it doesn’t. It isn’t just that I’m causing 
trouble between you and your aunt; it’s 
that I’m responsible for whatever hap- 
pens to you. Suppose you can’t stand 
the climate; suppose you get sick? And 
if anything happens to me, and I leave 
you, maybe with a baby to take care of 
... then if you had to come back here, 
even granting that you had something 
left to come back to, your aunt would 
be saying ‘I told you so’‘all the rest of 
your life—” 

There was a strangled sob, a creak of 
the swing as Maxine flung herself into 
Bills arms. Instantly she tried to pull 
away again, but Bill held her. She 
struggled furiously. 

“Let me go!” she hissed. “You’re 
worse than Aunt Edith, Bill Parrish, 
with all your supposes and your fret- 
ting. You make me so mad—” 

There was silence, a sigh; Maxine’s 
arms crept around his neck and clung 
there. 

I limped away with a queer ache 
in my heart that was half longing. The 
scene I’d just witnessed reminded me 
a little of differences Walter and I had 
had. When you quarreled coldly, fling- 
ing hard words and accusations at each 
other from a distance—that was one 
thing. But when you were most furious 
with each other and still couldn’t stay 
out of each other’s arms—well, you be- 
longed together, and that was all there 
was to it. 

The next morning Maxine’s face was 
set and white, her eyes dark-ringed 
from sleeplessness. As I came through 
the office, she was standing at her desk, 
talking to a plump, short man, but she 
left him to follow me down the hall. 

“Bill’s going,” she said, “much sooner 
than he expected. He got word yester- 
day that he’s to leave next week.” 

I just stared at her. “Oh, Maxine,” I 
said. “My dear—I’m so sorry—” 

She smiled strangely, and I was re- 
minded of the night before, of her say- 
ing to Bill, “You might aswell. I won’t 
stay here after you go—” 

“Ym not sorry,” 


~thing—I wasn’t sure what. It was lik 


she said now. “It— 


as 


“just brings things h 


gs 2 ! 
would have turned | b pl 
man came up, and she stopped to 


troduce us. “This is Judge Colby, Miss 
Blake. He’ll be glad to help you all he © 
can.” She left us, her slim back very 
straight, her little heels tapping sharp- 
ly on the wooden floors. 

The judge and I liked each other in- 
stantly. He looked like a shrewd Santa a 
Claus, with his round red face and his 
piercing gray eyes. ee 

“Our girl seems upset this morning,” 
He Gpserved) “if I know the storm sig- 
nals.” ; 

“Yes,” I agreed. “I’m afraid—” 

“afraid she’s talked young Bill into 
doing something foolish. So am I. It’s 
a shame. All the difference between 
their starting wrong and their starting 
right. Now, if that addlepated Edith 
would only give them her blessing—” 

I looked straight at the judge. “There 
isn’t any way she could be—persuaded 
—to give her blessing?” 

He shook his head. ‘None. She has 
full control over the property, and 
there’s no telling what she’d do with it 
if Maxine walked out on her. I hate to — 
see the youngsters kept apart in times — 
like these, but the boy’s right: Maxine 
should hang onto what security she has. 
Lord knows it’s important these days—” 
Then he stopped and said in a different 
tone, “But I’m forgetting you, Miss 
Blake. It’s an honor to have you here. 
I’ve heard about you, of course, but — 
I must say I didn’t expect you to be so 
attractive—or so young. Bless me, you 
don’t look much older than Maxine!” — 

Neither the judge’s compliments nor 
his assistance eased the fearful, swollen 
feeling in my heart. I told him about 
the Thompson lawsuit, and he went im- 
mediately to a corner shelf, dug out.a 
pile of ancient, musty-looking volumes. 

“Try these,’ he advised. ‘“They’re 
the earliest records we have, from the 
very first days of statehood. In a ease 
like this, in which a boundary has ap- — 
parently never been clearly established, 
it’s best to go back as far as you can.” 


THANKED him and settled myself 

with the books, a collection of old 
wills, company charters, land grants, — 
arranged in no perceptible order. With — 
Maxine’s white and desperate face 
hovering between me and the printed ~— 
page, I had no heart at all for the job. 
Only the thought of Walter’s disap- 
pointment if I failed to help his friend 
kept me grimly turning leaves, read- 


disputed property. a 
my bondservant,” read a paragraph, — 
“That acreage bounded on the Nort 
and East by the Rimrock River, on the 
West by—” . 
And it was all wrong. If this ol 
document was valid—and I knew tha 
it was—Captain Thompson had lost. : 
I re-read it carefully, a half-doz 
times. “And for Nicholas Field, a 
bondservant—” Bondservant. The word — 
stuck in my mind, began to mean some 


with a beating heart, I carried my find- 

ings to Judge Colby. 
“You’ve had good luck, Miss Blake,’ 

he said before I could utter a wor 
“Yes,” I breathed. . Pe hat is, 
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PROTECTS AS IT SOFTENS © CONTAINS LUXURY LANOLIN 
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BEAUTY- BLEND 


F a The first touch of this luscious new Woodbury Lotion on your hands tells you 
a. its something excitingly new. And it is! It’s a beauty blend of softening and 
protective ingredients—actually 2-lotions-in-1: 


Vs MAIL COUPON FOR PURSE-SIZE GIFT BOTTLE. 
eo See for yourself the lovely things Woodbury 
ee Lotion does for your hands. 


A softening lotion that helps A protective lotion that helps y 
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Woodbury Beauty-Blended Lotion is rich, creamy, exquisitely 
fragrant. Never sticky or greasy. Use it for smoother, softer 
elbows, shoulders, legs, too. Get it at your drug or cosmetic counter, 
today. 25c and 50c. Or try it for a week at our expense. (That’s 
how confident we are that you'll fall forever-after in love with it!) 
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So Easy to Have Lovely Hair 
The undertones of beautiful hair glow with rich, 
radiant color; fleeting, brilliant flashes shim-, 
mer in the high lights. Its tresses are soft, 
silky, snarless and easily arranged. People say, 
“Oh! What lovely hair! Isn’t it beautiful!” 


If that’s the kind of hair you want, you can have 
it—today! But you will have to do something 
more than just wishing and shampooing to get it. 


The right shade of Golden Glint will set free 
the true beauty of your hair as silver polish re- 
veals the true luster of silver or as bluing brings 
out the true whiteness of linen. Golden Glint 
Tinses come in 12 shades. They are harmless, 
quick and easily removed. Why not have beau- 
tiful- hair today? 


Get 2 10¢ oF es = 
25c package 
now from 
variety or 
drug store. 
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AT LAST! 

A HAND CREAM 
THAT HELPS KEEP © 
HANDS SOFTER, 
SMOOTHER ... AND 
iS NOT STICKY — 


NOT GREASY! 


HAND CREAM 


Luxor contains Carbamide, the in- 
gredient long familiar to surgeons, 
which helps relieve the tiny cracks 
and scratches that make hands look 
red, feel rough! 


(Continued from page 66). But, fone 
Judge Colby,-I think I've found a way 
out for Maxine! Look.” 

He .read where I Sonaed and 
frowned, and then his eyes began to 
twinkle. “Yes,” he said slowly, “I be- 
lieve you have.” 

We said nothing to Maxine of what 
we did that afternoon. We called Bill, 
and asked him to come to the judge’s 
office, and the three of us had a con- 
ference. It was a most peculiar confer- 
ence for serious legal business, punc- 
tuated with burst of laughter, and with 
wild suggestions from Bill. 

That night the judge and I, after a 
delightful dinner at the Parrish House, 
paid a call upon Maxine and her aunt. 
Bill was already there, looking calm 
and_self-possessed, but he carefully 
avoided meeting our eyes. Maxine, 
looking more cornered and desperate 
than ever, had hardly enough spirit to 
greet us. It was Aunt Edith who flut- 
tered forward, welcoming us brightly. 
Bill remained on his feet after we'd 
sat down. 

“Guess T’ll be running along,” he 
said. “I’ve got a lot to do before we 
leave for Panama. And Maxine had 
better start getting her ues together. 
There isn’t much time—” 


UNT Edith laughed merrily. ‘‘You’re 

a great joker, Bill!” she exclaimed. 

“Maxine will have all the time in the 
world when you’re away—” 

“But I’m not joking,” Bill said. ‘“Max- 
ine’s coming with me. She as good as 
belongs to me right now, openly, legal- 
ly. Doesn’t she, Judge Colby?” 

Maxine took a step forward, her 
great eyes fixed on the judge’s face. 
“Judge Colby, what does he mean?” 

The judge coughed. “Just what he 
says, my dear. This afternoon Bill made 
formal application for guardianship 
over you, under the old bondservant 
law, which reads, “The state at its dis- 
cretion may release a minor who is a 
ward of the state as bond boy or bond 
maid to any citizen whom the state 
deems responsible— ” 

“In other words—” Bill’s lips 
twitched, “—I sort of own you, darling. 
The law also says I may extract from 
you fair labor in return for your keep. 
You shall be subject to me in all deci- 
sions. This is one time, spitfire, when 
the word ‘obey’ in the marriage service 
will mean something.” 

“Ridiculous!” Aunt Edith exploded. 
“T never in all my life heard anything 
so insane! If there is such a law, you 
can never make it stick. Vll fight it—” 

The judge wagged his head solemnly. 
“The law’s there, Edith, and it has 
never been repealed. You can fight if 
you want, but Bill’s petition is the first 
item on my docket tomorrow morning, 
and I see no reason to refuse him. 
think he’s responsible, and Maxine is, 
as you’ve often pointed out, a minor—” 

“There’s the property!” Aunt Edith 
shrilled. “That’s still in my hands! 
Yru—” 

‘Ym afraid not,” said the judge. 
“There’s no reason why Bill can’t marry 
his ward if he chooses, and you forget, 
Edith, that with Maxine as his bond- 
servant, Bill will have full right and 
control over her property—” 

Maxine flung herself at Bill. “Why 
didn’t you tell me?” she cried—and 
then she saw her aunt, old suddenly, 
and shrunken, huddled in her chair 
with her handkerchief over her eyes. 
Quickly she went to kneel beside her, 
put her arms around her. “Auntie, 
please—” 

“Now, Edith, ” began poe judge testily. 
“Don’t— 


' ever it is, right now. Maxine can marry 


Aunt ‘Edith her head, loo 
Sih him aty-e cl HO las pus or 
about me,” she said tartly. “Tm 


relieved it’s turned out this way. What. ‘ 
ever happens won't be my fault. And 

you—” she turned upon -Bill with all of — 
her old bright imperiousness—“you can — 
withdraw that silly petitien, or what- 


you tomorrow if she wants, but it will 
be with my consent, and I'll be there to 
give her away.’ 

The judge and I didn’t stay long after 
that. We left Aunt Edith. bemoaning 
the shortness of time in which to pre- 
pare Maxine for her trip, and syste- 
matically making a list of things she 
would need, including mosquito net- 
ting and quinine. Maxine and Bill 
went with us to the door, Bill still 
laughing and explaining to Maxine how 
it had all come about, beginning with 
my finding the old law. ‘Maxine lifted 
a shining face jand shyly kissed me. 

‘Thank you,” she whispered. “T can’t 
thank you enough—”’ 9 

I hugged her. “Don’t try,” I said. 
“Just be happy.” But I didn’t have to 
tell her. She was happiness itself right 
then, and something told me that she 
always would be. 

But I wasn’t happy for myself. Per- 
haps it was reaction, but as I walked 
down the quiet street with the judge, I 
felt what Miss Daisy calls “womanish.” 
I felt depressed, close to tears. After 
all, I had failed in my own errand to © 
Lewisburg. I had failed Walter’s friend, 
failed Niet in my sunken state it 
seemed that I had even failed Dickie. 
I had sworn to him that this trip was 
for his dad. . And, when’ I thought 
it over, I didn’t even feel entirely right 
about Maxine and Bill. I felt that I had 
missed something; something was not 
quite straight. 

The judge had “not spoken a word 
since we had left the house.. Now I felt 
his eyes upon me. “Are you remember- 
ing something, Miss Blake?” 

“T am,” I said slowly. “That uid law. 

. Wasn’t there a case—” 


E chuckled. “A very famous case, in 

every college textbook. Digby versus 
Reeves, 1868. The decision handed down 
by the state supreme court rendered in- — 
valid the bulk of common law made | 
prior to that year. Which means, in- 
cidentally, that your Captain Thomp- a 
son has better than a fighting chance 
to win his case.’ 

I was already thinking about ‘ rid- 
ing high on a wave of relief—and of 
indignation. “Judge Colby,’ I scolded, 
“you knew it all the time!. You are ~ 
guilty, and you have made me guilty—” 

“T am guilty of nothing: I told Edith 
that the bondservant law had not been — 
repealed, and it has not. The Digby- 
Reeves case simply meant'that it was 
no longer a law but a precedent open — 
to question, along with a lot of other 
archaic laws, such as its being acrime — 
to shoe a horse on Sunday,:,Of course — 
Edith might have won had.she fought — 
Bill’s application, but any lawyer could — 
have stalled the case until Maxine was 
twenty-one, and there would automati- 
cally be no case. As it is, the youngsters 
are happy; they’re starting off right 
and Edith’s twittery head is full of wed- 
ding plans and tropical wardrobes. I 
that’s the result of misrepresenting the 
law, Portia Blake, ’ll go on misrepre- — 
senting it until _’m thrown out Ole 
office.” 

I began to laugh. Of course the jug 
was right—everything was all righ 
And best of all was tee thee 2 


College Gls leat Something 
NOT IN JHE BOOKS! 


IN TESTS AMONG COLLEGE GIRLS— 
99 OUT OF 131 REPORT NO CHAFING 
eee 
WITH NEW FREE-STRIDE MODESS 
El 


College girls from coast to coast recently learned 
something not in the books. Something that will 
make happy reading for every girl who chafes. 


Here’s the story... 


Interviewers asked college girls who had suf- 
fered chafe with their regular napkin to try out 
a new, improved napkin—Free-Stride Modess. 


Naturally, the girls weren’t told the name or 
brand. They were simply asked to try this new 
napkin—to see if it gave them freedom from chafe. 


At the end of the test, 99 out of 131 girls 
reported no chafing with Free-Stride Modess. 


The secret of the chafe-free comfort so many 
college students found in Free-Stride Modess lies 
in the clever fashioning of the napkin edges! 


Modess has extra cotton on its edges—extra 
softness—right where the cause of chafe begins. 


The extra cotton helps create an “absorption 
control.” This acts to direct and retain moisture 
inside the napkin, keeping edges dry, smooth 
longer. And dry, smooth edges don’t chafe! 


So safe, too! Every Free-Stride Modess has a 
triple safety shield to guard against accidents. A 
fine, sealed-in deodorant to help keep you flower- 
fresh, too! And never a telltale outline—Modess 
is silhouette-proof! 


Try this luxury-comfortable, luxury-safe nap- 
kin. Free-Stride Modess is on sale everywhere. 


Wolk. wrth cormthore/ 
Move with freedom ! 
Wry the new Free-strde Modess/ 


(And which had her permanent at a beauty shop ? No one could tell the Ring twins’ 


permanents apart—can you? See the answer below!) 


Yes, you can give yourself a lovely 


TONI Home Permanent for your date tonight 


Take a tip from the Toni Twin, Kathleené 
Ring of Chicago .. . give yourself a 
Toni Home Permanent today ... and 
look lovelier tonight. It’s this easy: 


1. Roll your hair up on curlers, dab- 
bing on Toni Creme Lotion as you go. 
2. Tie a turban round your head and 
relax for 2 to 3 hours. (No sitting 
under a-hot dryer.) 

3. Saturate each curl with Toni 
Neutralizer and rinse. 


With your hair set, step to the mirror 
and admire your new Toni Permanent. 
See the deep, wonderful waves. Feel the 
silky softness of your hair. Notice its 
radiant natural luster. Toni is a Creme 
Lotion that gently coaxes your hair into 
deep waves that are frizz-free and easy to 
manage from the start. And they last 
as long as a $15 permanent. 

Toni works like a charm on any hair 
that will take a permanent—even gray, 


Easy as rolling your hair up in curlers — but the wave stays in 


HOME PERMANENT 


THE CREME COLD WAVE 


dyed, bleached or baby-fine hair. Every 
_hour of the day another 1000 women use 
Toni. So ask for the Toni Home Perma- 
nent Kit. On sale at leading cosmetic, 
drug and notion counters. 
Kathleene, the twin with the Toni Home 
Permanent is on the right above. Did you 
guess ? : 


Joan Edwards shows why those men who | 


used to hate glasses have changed their minds 


: 
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Joan Edwards stars 
on Your Hit Parade 
every Saturday at 
9 to 9:45 P.M., EST, 
over NBC stations 
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Come and Visit the koe eee cS Jas 


never collected anything but old razor 
blades. (And that collection went out 
of the house with his bachelorhood.) 

“Took,” he says, pointing to a collec- 
tion of old plates displayed in a French 
Provincial cupboard in the living room. 
“Hvery one has a different French 
song.” 

There is another collection of old 
plates, each in a bracket, in an arrange- 
ment over Kay’s desk. Each represents 
pictorially a different month in the 
year. 

“Plates to sing. Plates to tell time.” 
And then he brightens. “We even have 
plates to eat off of.” 


OMETIMES—when Kay laughs at 

Georgia’s antique sleuthing—Georgia 
laughs last. Like the time when Geor- 
gia bought the oil painting from a 
gallery in New York. The dealer repre- 
sented the painting to be a primitive, 
probably Dutch—“painter unknown.” 
One thing was sure; it was an authentic 
original, and it was very, very old. 
Georgia had it crated and shipped west, 
hung it in the place of honor above the 
mantelpiece in the living room. The 
portrait of a baby, it is completely be- 
guiling and, with its mahogany and 
gold frame, it reeks of antiquity. Two 
months after Georgia’s momentous pur- 
chase, Kay came home laughing like 
crazy—and displaying the current edi- 
tion of House and Garden. On the 
cover, illustrating the living room of 
somebody’s Bucks’ County farmhouse, 
was their painting—or one just like it. 

“They probably turn them out by 
the gross,” said Kay happily. 

Georgia grimly wrote House and 
Garden. Did they know, she won- 
dered, where the owners of the Penn- 
sylvania farmhouse had acquired their 
Dutch baby? The editors replied with 
great courtesy that the painting had 
been sold to X Gallery in New York 
which had, in turn, sold it to Mr. and 
Mrs. Kay Kyser, of Hollywood. 

Kay’s masculine urge for comfort 
and practicality—and pricelessness be 
hanged—has triumphed in one or two 
instances. His favorite chair, a massive 
wing number with a solid four feet of 
upholstered back, remains by the fire- 
side in the living room although Geor- 
gia insists it is quite out of proportion 
with the room and the other furniture. 

“T like it,” Kay explains, disappear- 
ing in its folds. “It’s the only chair in 
the world with privacy.” It is ap- 
parent that Kay will buy a bigger 
house before he gives up that chair. 

The Heather Road house is a little 
cramped—and not just because it 
houses a former bachelor and a bud- 
ding decorator. In addition to the 
quite small living room and even 
smaller dining room and den, there 
are only two bedrooms and two baths 
and—a recent addition—the nursery. 
And the Kysers are gregarious people. 
The front door hinges are well worn 
from the comings and goings of guests. 

When she married Kay, all Georgia 
knew about kitchens was that they 


-should be pretty—with wallpaper, and 


geraniums and lots of copper pots. 
Soon, however, she learned to cook 
the corn pone and spoonbread and 
other Southern dishes on which Kay 
was weaned and which he will eat five 
times a day if allowed. Kay found a 
soulmate when Georgia went to the 
hospital to have Kim. Her _obstetri- 
cian, a bachelor, Dr. Irving Ress, also 


(Continued from page 51) 


hungered for corn pone and spoonbread. 
Now Dr. Ress is a dinner guest two or 
three times a month. Georgia and Kay 
compete to see who can turn out the 
fanciest Southern dishes. 

“We never entertain,’ Georgia says, 
adding—as an afterthought—that they 
have dinner guests nearly every night. 
Every night they’re at home, that is—at 
least twice a week they see a play or 
a movie. Their compact, informal house 
makes for compact, informal dinners, 
with only four or six guests—not really 
parties, but fun. Sue and Alan Ladd 
are often at the Kysers for dinner and 
a game of gin rummy. So are Mr. and 
Mrs. Merwin Bogue (Ishkabibble), Kay 
Aldridge and Arthur Cameron, the Red 
Skeltons, the Edgar Bergens, Ed 
Gardners, and Dinah Shore and George 
Montgomery. 

The guests at the Kysers never stay 
terribly late—just as, when Kay and 
Georgia go out, they always go home 
early—thanks to Kay’s habit of getting 
up bright and early in the morning. 

“Tt’s not just that he keeps the baby’s 
hours, either,” Georgia explains, wist- 
fully. “He got up at dawn right from 
the beginning.” Georgia can remem- 
ber, but only dimly, when a girl could 
sleep until noon if she wanted to. 


The Kysers don’t haunt the night- 


clubs like a good many of the celeb- 
rities of Hollywood. Kay got enough 
of small, smoky rooms when his or- 
chestra played the night club circuit 
and Georgia got sick of the Stork Club 
routine, too, when she was a big time 
Cover Girl. They can have a much 
better time, they aver, seeing their 
friends or just spending an evening at 
home—playing their own collection 
of records. 


HAT’S why the den—with its bottle 
green sofas and red and white linen 
draperies—is the most popular room in 
the house, though Kay wasn’t exag- 
gerating too much when he said it was 
“four by five.’ The living room is 
only slightly larger, and the terrace to 
which guests can overflow in the other 
direction is half its former size since 
the Kysers built on Kim’s nursery a 
few months ago. 

Georgia, before her marriage, had 
gained some reputation as an amateur 
painter. She still does some sketching 
—however, the paint box and easel 
have given way in her affections to a 
camera. She takes really good pic- 
tures, and would do her own develop- 


See a new edition of this 
exciting motion picture every 4 weeks. 


THE CRIME 
NEWSREEL 


With Lewis J. Valentine 
Formerly N. Y. Police Commissioner 


Produced in cooperation with 
True Detective Magazine 


Released through Film Classics 


ing and printing if she had room in 
her little house for a dark room. A. 
dark room is definitely included in the — 
plans for the Kysers’ Home of Tomor- — 
row—which Georgia, who has not fin- 
ished “fixing” this house, is already 
thinking about in some detail. She and 
Kay will build it one day—and very 
soon. It won’t have more rooms, she 
says. Just bigger ones. 

It will express, as she sees it, both 
of their ideals of home: for Kay, it will 
be functional, with all modern con- — 
veniences. It will even have, some- — 
where, big, view windows. Kay likes 
‘em. From the front, at least, for Geor- 
gia, it will be traditional. And while | 
the sofas and chairs may be modern ~ 
upholstered pieces, there will be places 
of honor still for Kay’s great grand- § 
father’s mahogany desk, the sawbuck 
table, the spool beds.- ~ : 

It will work like a modern house, 
she sums up, but look like Old New 
England. 

Miss Kim Kyser, growing Dusty, in 
her extremely modern and functional 
nursery (with its basement, kitchenette 
and three-foot insulated walls, the 
nursery cost almost half as much as the | 
total cost of the lot, the rest of the © 
house and the landscaping), will soon | 
add her two cents to the planning. 4s 

In the ae Georgia and Kay ~ 
are thinking for her. | 

“We sold a simply heavenly lot we — 
had up in the hills,” Georgia explains. 
“It would be selfish, when we have a 
child, to move out into the wilds—just 
because we like it. Isolation is all right | 
for grown-ups—but it is rugged for © 
children. We think children should — 
grow up in city blocks, with Los of : 
houses and lots of kids.” A 


« ND,” adds Kay, “go, ‘to the alee ¥ 
schools and grow up without any — 
fancy ideas.” 

At the moment, Kim is not thinking | 
in terms of public—or private—schools. — 
“ “Get all this mess of fancy clothes — 
off of me,’ she says, ‘get me out of this 
city stuff ‘and let me go to sleep.’ ” 

Of course, it could happen only to a 
daughter of the Kysers that she should 
be named Kimberly for Kay’s Aun 
Kimberly who, it turned out, isn’t. 

When the subject of names came up, 
Georgia suggested Kimberly—because - 
‘it?s such a pretty mame, and goes so. 
well with Kyser.” But she thought it 
would be nicer to give the baby a 
name with tradition, a family name. 

“Tt just happens,” Kay said, “that 
have an Aunt Kimberly.” 

How wonderful, Georgia thought, re- 
membering that all of her aunts had. 
been named Maude or Fanny. But when 
Georgia went to Kay’s family home in 
North Carolina to meet the folks, 
truth came out. Georgia wanted 
meet Aunt Kimberly. 

“Aunt who?” Kay’s mother wanted | 
know. 

“Kay-ee.” 
cusing. 

“That’s funny,” Kay sa innocently. id 
“T would have sworn I had an Aunt 
Kimberly.” | 

“Just like my own case,” he says, 
when Georgia relates the ‘story now. 
“Mama christened me ‘James 3 
Kern Kyser. Nobody knows where 
Kay comes from.” 


Georgia’s tone was a 


” 


obvious that Georgia found the 
name in < int ‘ue shop son 
ere lated Aad uae Re eM 
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more IRON than 
3 servings of Spinach 


more CALCIUM & PHOSPHORUS 
than 2Y2 servings of 
American Cheese 


pe tn 


As you know, authorities agree that 
most people should get extra vitamins 
as a safeguard to good health. And 
authorities also agree, beyond question, 
that the best way to get vitamins would 
be in your everyday food. But that’s 
hard to do— 


Because everyday foods vary con- 
siderably from day to day in vitamin 
and mineral values. And, besides, they 
lose a lot of their vitamins in shipping, 
storing and cooking. 


That’s why so many people are sup- 
plementing their meals with Ovaltine. 
Ovaltine is standardized. Its content is 
scientifically controlled. It never varies. 
Each spoonful supplies the same gener- 
ous amounts of vitamins and minerals. 


than ! pound of Sirloin Steak 


more VITAMIN B, than 3 servings of Oatmeal 


more VITAMIN G 


more VITAMIN C 
than 4 ounces of 
Tomato Juice 


You know exactly what you’re getting. 
It’s a supplementary food that makes 
up deficiencies in ordinary foods. 


So you don’t have to worry about 
variations or losses. You know that a 
serving of Ovaltine in a glass of average 
milk always gives you the same sub- 
stantial quantities of Vitamins A, Bi, C, 
D, G and Niacin—and Calcium, Phos- 
phorus and Iron. And you can be sure 
that 2 glasses of Ovaltine daily and just 
normal meals will give you all the vita- 
mins and minerals any normal person 
can use. And when you drink Ovaltine 
you get these vitamins and minerals 
the preferred way—in food. 

You'll find, too, that Ovaltine has a 
very agreeable taste—a taste that grows 


more 
PROTEIN 
than 3 Eggs © 


FOOD-ENERGY 
than 2 dishes 
of Ice Cream | 


more VITAMIN D than 
10 ounces of Butter 


more VITAMIN A than 
2 servings of Peas 


i 

i 
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> a | 
more NIACIN 


than 6 slices 
of Enriched Bread 


ins IN FOOD 


_ on you. So for better results, why don’t 


you start drinking Ovaltine at meals, 
just as you would tea or coffee? Or, if 
you prefer, between meals or at bed- 
time. Then, if you’re a normal person, 
you'll know, as far as you are concerned, 
you ve solved the vitamin problem. 


FAR MORE THAN VITAMINS... Ovaltine 
also contains virtually every other 
precious food element needed for 
buoyant health and vitality, includ- 
ing the elements that vitamins must 
have to function properly. That’s 
why Ovaltine is so widely recognized 
as the ideal supplementary food-drink. 


Roses Are Red...Violets Are Blue 
.--Lane*Cedar Hope Chest for 
Your Love So True! 


Give love’s own Valentine! Give 
her a Lane Cedar Hope Chest, and 
in the giying, find love’s complete 
happiness for yourself. Lane is the 
symbol of everlasting love, sanc- 
tuary of her trousseau treasures— 
truly the gift that starts the home. 
Step into her heart forever ... 
this Valentine’s Day. Select her 
very own Lane from the many 
beautiful styles available at a 
wide range of prices. 


The Only Tested AROMA-TIGHT Chest in the World 


More than a Hope Chest, Lane is 
the only chest that has all these guar- 
anteed Moth Protection features: 
1. Tested aroma-tight protection. 
2. Exclusive aroma-tight features. 3. 
Built of 84-inch Aromatic Red Cedar 
in accordance with U. S. Govern- 
ment recommendations. 4. New, 
waterproof, Lane-welded veneers 
will not peel. 5. Chemically treated 
interiors even aroma flow, prevent 
stickiness and add life to the chest. 
6. Free moth insurance policy writ- 
ten by one Of the world’s largest in- 
surance companies. 


The Lane Company, Inc., Dept. K, Altavista, Virginia 
In Canada: Knechtels, Ltd., Hanover, Ontario. 


No. 2120. Center panelis four-piece match- 
ed American Walnut stump, side panels 
of matched New Guinea. Border of ¢ross- 
grained Zebra wood. Waterfall top and 
front hase rail of matched Oriental wood. 


Has Lane patented Automatic Tray. 


Give her @ LANE this Valentine’s Day 
A MILLION MAIDENS 


YEARN FOR THIS ROMANTIC 
LOVE GIFT 


Prices subject fo change 
without notice, or 
by OPA tulings. 


The Gift That Starts the Home 


HOPE CHEST 


Pepper Young’s Family Finds a Girl for Joe 


disappointment. I re-read the letter 
thoughtfully, and then marched into the 
kitchen where Mom had a chocolate 
fudge cake under way 

“Mom,” asked, ““remember Joe 
Davis?” 

“Of course I do,” she replied. ‘He 
was that good-looking dark haired boy 
you used to know at the Airport. The 
shy one.” 

“Mm-hmm,” I agreed, “that’s the one. 
Do you suppose we could put him up for 
a few days—on the couch in the living 
room or some place?” 

“Why, Pepper,’ she exclaimed, ‘is 
Joe Davis in town? Why hasn’t he been 
over to see us?” 

“He’s not in town yet, but he will 
be in a week or so. And he hasn’t been 
over to see us because he’s up in a lit- 
tle town called Squeedunk or some- 
thing, running a chicken farm. But 
here—read his letter yourself, and tell 
me if you get the same feeling from 
it that I do.” Mom dried her hands and 
gave me the frosting bowl to lick in 
exchange for the letter. 


OW I wouldn’t go so far as to say 

that my mother is superior to every 
other mother in the world, but I’ve been 
tempted to, many times. And that 
morning was one of those times. She 
looked up and shook her head. “Pep- 
per—that boy’s unhappy!” 

“Just what I thought, PST agreed. 

“He’s lonesome, the poor thing. What- 
ever he wants to bury himself up there 
in the backwoods for! Of course he can 
sleep in the living room. I wish we 
had a guest room.. 

“I think he’d prefer the couch, Mom,” 
I said, trying to be off-hand about it. 
“You know how Joe is—he hates any- 
body to make a fuss over him. And 
especially now when he’s. not exactly 
sitting on top of the world. I think he’d 
be embarrassed if you were too good 
to him—or too sympathetic.” 

She looked at me shrewdly. ‘“You’re 
probably right, son. But there’s no 
law about feeding him up a little, is 
there? I can imagine the kind of meals 
he’s been getting out there on that farm 

all by himself.” 
__ I grinned at her. “I never heard any 
law about that,” I said. “And besides, 
_I doubt if you’d pay much attention to 
it if there were! Ill go write to Joe 
now and tell him to come whenever he’s 
ready.” I reached over and hugged her. 
“You’re a great mom, Mom.” 
_ She smiled and patted my. cheek. 
“And you’re not a bad son, Son!” 
I got the letter off to Joe that after- 
-noon. And Joe himself arrived about 
| ten days later. I went down to the 
station to meet him, and had_a hard 
time keeping my thoughts to myself 
when I saw him. Joe didn’t look too 
good. He was thin and needed a hair- 
cut. His clothes looked as though they’d 
_been slept in, and there were some but- 
_ tons missing from his coat. His shoes 
_ weren’t shined and his shirt collar was 
_ frayed. He was a pretty pathetic sight. 
— But you don’t mention things like 
! that when you meet an old friend for 
the first time in over a year. You say, 
“Hi, Joe.” And he says, “Hi, Pepper.” 
| And you both reach for his beat- -up old 
| Army kit-bag, and whoever grabs it 
first carries it, because it’s not worth 
| arguing about. And you walk out of 
the station together, feeling a little 
strange and wondering if you'll ever 
Mave anything to talk about again. 


(Continued from page 25) 


That’s the way it was with Joe and 
me at first. But the strangeness wore 
off as we walked up Main Street, 
stopped in at the drugstore for a soda, 
and finally arrived at the house. Joe 
took a deep breath as we climbed the 
steps to the front porch. “Gosh,” he 
said, “it?s sure good to be back in a 
civilized country again.” 

At dinner that night, though, I no- 
ticed that Mom had really outdone 
herself. She and Hattie must have put 
their heads together to figure out a 
real bedy-building meal. There was 
thick, rich soup. And liver and bacon. 
And creamed carrots, and mashed po- 
tatoes and gravy, and boiled onions— 
so tender they fell apart when you tried 
to pick them up. I could just hear Mom 
saying to herself, “There—that’ll put 
meat on his bones!” 

Maybe I just imagined it, but it 
seemed almost too much for Joe. His 
eyes glistened when he saw that load- 
ed table, but after the first few mouth- 
fuls I got the impression he was hav- 
ing trouble getting his food down. 

“Whats the matter, Joe?” 
asked. “Not hungry?” 

His face flushed and he looked like 
a kid caught stealing cookies. “I could 
have sworn I was half starved,’ he 
told her guiltily, “but now I guess 
there’s just too much of everything.” 

“What do you usually eat?” she 
asked him casually, pretending not to 
notice his embarrassment. 

“Well, ’m not much of a cook,” he 
said. “I can make pancakes and fry 
eggs. So I have a lot of pancakes and 
eggs. And, aside from that, I mostly 
live on canned stuff—you know, baked 
beans and spaghetti dinner and corned 
beef and things like that. Once in a 
while I get some pie from the baker’s 
wagon, when he gets out that far.” 

Mom shuddered delicately. “It’s not 
a very balanced diet, is it?” 


Mom 


O, I guess not,” he admitted. “But 

I always seem to be too busy to 
bother much about meals. And besides, 
it never comes to be worth it—cooking 
just for one person. Even if I could 
really cook!” 

“Well,” said Mom _ comfortingly, 
“we'll see if we can’t fatten you up a 
little while you’re here with us. And 
in the meantime, don’t worry about 
not being able to eat much just at first 
—you’ve probably got chronic indiges- 
tion from the diet you’ve been on.” 

Joe hit the hay early that first night 
—hbedding down on the couch in the 
living room—and the next day caught 
the bus to Centerville. That afternoon, 
I dropped in to say hello to Mom and 
found her in the living room with her 
sewing box beside her and a bunch of 
Joe’s shirts in her lap. She was sewing 
on buttons and turning collars and 
mending cuffs as fast as she could. 

“Hey, what’s going on?” I asked her. 

“Now, Pepper, we’ll have no remarks 
from you. His clothes are in a fright- 
ful state, and I’m just trying to get 
them into some kind of order.” 

“Does Joe know you’re doing it?” I 
asked cautiously. 

“Why, no,” she said in some SUL DEISe. 
“T just found them in his Army bag. 
knew from the looks of the elothes és 
was wearing that probably the rest of 
them would be in this condition.” 

I shook my head in mock alarm. “I 
don’t think Joe’s going to like it, Mom. 
He’s pretty independent. And you know 


errr 


you shouldn’t be rummaging through a 
guest’s luggage.” 

Her eyes flashed. “Don’t you try to 
lecture me, Pepper Young! Any mother 
would do the same thing. And if that 
young man can’t take care of himself, 
it’s high time he found somebody to 
do it for him! If he so much as raises 
an eyebrow at me for sewing on a few 
buttons, I’ll box his ears for him!” 

I threw up my arms in surrender. 
“Okay, Mom, okay. I’ll whisper a few 
words of warning in his ear when he 
comes home tonight.” 

She laughed at that, and I went on 
up to the apartment that the folks had 
made over for Linda and me when we 
were married. Linda was still at the 
hospital—she wouldn’t be off duty for 
another hour—so I made like a house- 
wife for a while, emptying ashtrays 
and running the vacuum cleaner and 
doing some dusting. Not that I’m 
crazy about housework, but after all, a 
man has to take some pride in his own 
apartment! 


OE got back from his convention 

about that time and after he’d had a 
shower, I lounged around keeping him 
company while he got dressed. He 
noticed the mended shirts right away, 
and I made a big point of telling him 
about Mom’s threat if he made any 
cracks. His face took on a queer twisted 
look, but all he said was, “Gee, she’s 
swell, Pepper.” I agreed with him and 
let it go at that. 

At dinner, though, after Joe had 
made fairly normal inroads on the 
roast beef and baked Idaho potatoes, 
he looked across the table at Mom and 
thanked her for mending his shirts and 
sewing on all those buttons. She bridled 
a little, the way women will when 
they’re pleased, and told him that all he 
needed was somebody to look after 
him. Joe fiddled with his knife and fork 
for a minute and then blurted out, 
“You know, that’s what some lecturer 
was saying at the convention today— 
that every poultry farmer needs a wife. 
And I guess he’s right, at that. A farm- 
er not only needs a wife to look after 
him, but he needs somebody that he can 
look after and work for. It seems sort 
of pointless to work all day and then 
come home and sit at the table all by 
yourself over a can of pork and beans. 
You begin to sort of wonder what it’s 
all for—working so hard.” 

“Well, then,” I cut in, “why don’t you 
get yourself a wife, Joe? I understand 
there’s a great surplus of women in 
this country. It shouldn’t be too hard.” 

“T like that,’ Linda laughed at me. 
‘Mid you figure I was a surplus woman 
when you married me?” 

“That’s not the same thing at all...” 
I began to explain, but the general 
laughter drowned me out. “No kidding, 
Joe,” I went on, “how about it? Why 
don’t you find some nice girl and settle 
down and make her happy. Look how 
Linda’s blooming these days!” 

My favorite wife kicked me smartly 
on the shins under the table and 
blushed a little when everyone chuckled 
and beamed at her. Everyone but Joe. 
His forehead was furrowed and he was 
drawing aimless circles on the table- 
cloth with his finger. “That’s all very 
well,’ he said slowly, “but you can’t 
just make up your mind to get mar- 
ried and go out and pick up a girl— 
any girl—and drag her to the preacher.” 

But ’d remembered something. Mary 
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Simmons! What had happened to her? 
She worked out at the Airport—or used 
to a couple of years ago. I’'d been so 
busy with my own life that I couldn’t 
even remember when I’d seen her last, 
but she and Joe were having quite a 
tidy little romance before he’d joined 
the Army. 

“Hey,” I exclaimed, “what about 
Mary Simmons, Joe? What do you 
mean—you don’t know any girls any 
more? You used to say she was the 
nicest girl you’d ever met. Why don’t 
you marry her? She’d not only sew 
your buttons on for you but she’d tell 
you what books to read when you get 
through a hard day’s work.” 

Joe looked startled for a moment, 
then he shrugged his shoulders. “You’ve 
got your answer right there,” he told 
me. “She’s too bright a girl to want to 
bury herself on a chicken farm. Mary 
has to be where there are lots of peo- 
ple and plenty of things to do.” 


ID you ever ask her?” I wanted to 
know. 

“Sure, we used to talk about it once 
in a while before the war. But I knew 
right where I stood, even then. Mary’s 
not cut out for that kind of thing, that’s 
all. She’s got a good job, lots of friends. 
She runs her own life and she likes it 
that way. Period. No, that’s out.” 

I raised my eyebrows at him, but 
there was no reaction. Well, I thought, 
he ought to know what he’s talking 
about. It did seem too bad, though. The 
more I thought about it, the more I 
remembered how very close Joe and 
Mary used to be. The thought stirred 
a number of ideas in my head, but I 
thrust them back again as Mom spoke. 

“Pll tell you what... .” she began 
in that conspiratorial tone she always 
uses when she’s up to something. “We’ll 
have a party for Joe, that’s what we'll 
do. We’ll have a party and we'll invite 
a lot of girls. He may find one he likes 
and who’ll like him.” She smiled at 
Joe benevolently. 

“Gee, Mrs. Young,” he said, “that’s 
nice of you, but it’d just be a lot of 
bother for nothing. I’m only going to 
be here a couple of days longer, and 
that doesn’t seem like a long enough 
time to find a wife— 

But Mom was undaunted. “Of course 
it’s a good idea. And even if Joe doesn’t 
find a girl that suits him, at least we’ll 
have had a party. We haven’t had 
a party for a long time. It’ll be nice 
to have a group of young people clut- 
tering up the living room again. Yes, 
by all means, we’re going to have a 
party—tomorrow night. And, Joe... 
she looked him over sternly, “I want 
you to get a haircut and have that suit 
pressed. Get your shoes shined, too. 
I want you to put your best foot for- 
ward—and that’s no pun!” 

I don’t know how much good Joe got 
out of the Poultry Convention the next 
day, but that night he ate dinner with 
Linda and me upstairs in our apart- 
ment, and I saw that he’d taken Mom’s 
advice. His new haircut looked a little 
startling, but his shoes were brightly 
polished and his suit was _ neatly 
pressed and I noticed that all the but- 
tons had been sewed on properly. He 
was evidently going to try to do-his part. 

I knew Mom had been over at 
Peggy’s most of the afternoon, and I 
could just see them fussing over lists 
and making phone calls and having 
long earnest discussions about this girl 
and that girl, with Peggy probably 
thinking the whole thing was a bunch 
of nonsense but willing to go along if 
that would make Mom happy. 

Well, they must have put in a profit- 


able afternoon at that, because it was 
quite a party. Most of the old gang was 
there, and quite a few new ones. Peggy 
had evidently raided the school for the 
new group of school-teachers. Some of 
them weren’t at all hard to look at. And 
Linda had invited two or three nurses 
from the hospital. 

When Joe first came into the living 
room that night, I saw him look around 
quickly, take a deep breath, square his 
shoulders, and march right into the 
middle of the inte, Af introduced him 
to the people I knew and then Mom and 
Linda took over. I must say that Joe 
did himself—and us—proud that eve- 
ning. He was gallant to all the girls, he 
chatted unreservedly about his expe- 
riences in the Army overseas, he kidded 


about his chicken farm and told funny | 


little stories about. the Poultry Con- 
vention. He even turned out to be able 
to play the piano—which Id never 
known he could do—and entertained 
the whole group with a series of RAF 
songs he’d learned during the war. 

At least he’s trying hard, I said to 
myself, and I could see that Mom was 
pleased as Punch, and as proud of him 
as though he’d been her own son. And 


the whole party accepted him as a great. 


guy. I could see the girls watching him 
and talking about him among them- 
selves. They liked him, I knew, and I 
kept thinking that maybe Mom’s in- 
credible scheme was going to work. All 
Joe had to do was decide which girl 
he liked and do some concentrating. 

And then I began to realize that, far 
from concentrating on any individual 
girl, Joe was spreading himself around. 
He was being as charming as possible to 
all of them. When we moved the fur- 
niture out of the way and rolled up the 
rugs to dance for a while to the vic- 
trola, Joe made a point of dancing with 
every girl there. I don’t think he went 
back a second time to any one of them. 
Except Mom. He danced with Mom 
three times. 


O, when the party was over, and the 

family had gathered in the kitchen 
for a last sandwich and a cup of cocoa, 
it was no surprise to me that Mom 
wasn’t able to pin Joe down about any 
one of our recent guests. 

“That little Sally Evers is an attrac- 
tive girl, isn’t she?” Mom began. 

“Which one was she?” asked Joe. 

“The Biology teacher from the high 
school. She had on a red dress with 
big patch pockets on the skirt.” 

“Oh, yes,’ remembered Joe. “Yes, 
she’s very pretty. 

“And how about Martha Kirk, from 


~ the Hospital? Did you like her?” 


“Let’s see—she was the one with the 
freckles and the low voice, wasn’t she? 


BNiessul liked her a lot.” 


“And do you remember Louella Man- 
ners? I hadn’t met her before, but I 
liked her immediately.” 

“Yes, I had a long talk with her.” 

“Well,” Mom prompted him impa- 
tiently, “which one did you like best?” 

“T liked all of them,” said Joe im- 
perturbably. “I don’t know when I’ve 
seen a nicer group of girls all in one 
room—pretty ones, too.” 

“They all liked you, too, Joe,” Mom 
told him. “Wasn’t there any one you 
liked better than the others?” 

Joe pondered her question. Then, 
with an air of great concentration, he 
shook his head. “No,” he said slowly, 
as though he were mentally catalog- 
ing each girlish charm, “I can’t say 
there was any particular one that ap- 
pealed to me.” Then his face bright- 
ened and he looked up at Mom imp- 
ishly. “Except maybe you, Mrs. 


Young. You appealed to me as beingl { 
‘the prettiest and nicest girl at the whole 


party!” 

“Bravo,” said Dad. “Good for you, 
Joe! You’ve got good taste.” 

Mom dimpled and cuffed at him affec- 
tionately. “All right,” she said with a 
martyred air, “have your fun. And see) 
that you don’t spill any of that cocoa on 
my nice clean kitchen floor!” 

She dropped the subject of girls then, 
as Joe must have known she would, | 
after his remark. But I couldn’t resist | 
one crack. 

“Maybe we should have invited Mary | 
Simmons,” I pointed out crudely. 

Joe’s face darkened and his jaw set. 
I'd hit a sore spot, all right. “I guess 
it’s about time to turn in,” he said 
shortly. ‘“Tomorrow’s another day. It 
was a wonderful party, Mrs. Young. 
Good night.” And he turned on his 
heel and headed for the living room. 


Mou looked me up and down quiz- 
zically after Joe had left. “Well, 
Pepper!” was all she said, but it 
summed up the whole situation—Mary 
Simmons. I nodded my head and said, 
“Okay Mom. Il work on it.” 

I didn’t actually get a chance to 
“work on it” until the last day of Joe’s 
stay. But I did finally manage to lo- 
cate Mary that afternoon, and we had) 
quite a talk. So that night at dinner 
—Joe’s last night in Elmwood—after 
several false starts in an effort to be 
casual, I dropped my information like 
a bombshell. ‘ 

“By the way,” I said, with about as 
much finesse as a brick going through 
a plate glass window, “I happened to 
run into Mary Simmons on the street.” 

Dad and Linda pretended to be very 
interested in ‘their food. Mom darted 
a quick glance at me and then looked 
down at her plate. Joe’s jaw dropped 
and he put down his cup of coffee. 

“You did?” he gulped. And then, 
with an effort, “How’d she look?” 

“Fine,” I told him. “Pretty as ever. 
Wearing her hair a new way—sort of 
wind-blown.” 

There was a strained silence for a 
moment or two, then Joe cleared his) 
throat and asked, “What’s she doing 
now?” 

“Same old thing,” I said. “Working 
out at the Airport. She says its kind 
of dull out there these days.” 

“Yeah, I guess it would be,” 
Joe. 
self together and asked, ‘Did she—that 
is, did you happen to—uh—does she 
know I’m here?” 

“T suppose so,” I said carelessly. “I 
think I mentioned it.” 

“Oh,” said Joe numbly. Then, “She 
didn’t say anything, did she? That is— 

uh—is she going around with anyone 
particular, did she say?” 

“No, she didn’t say,” I replied, and 
went to work on the apple pie. 

By this time Dad was grinning to 
himself, and Mom was drumming on 
the table with her fingertips. Linda 
murmured, “Pepper, don’t be so mean,” 
and, as I looked across the table at 
Joe and saw the clenched muscles in 
his jaw and the pleading expression in 
his eyes, I decided that maybe I had 
gone far enough. 

I pushed the apple pie away and 
leaned back in my chair. “Listen, Joe,” 
I began in that man-to-man voice that 
you always feel you have to use when 
you're discussing another guy’s private 
affairs, “you. never did actually as 
Mary how she’d like pee on 
chicken farm with you, did you?” 

That familiar embattled look ee 
Joe’s face. “Some girls,” he said, 


don’t have to ask. You know ahead of 
time what they’d like. I didn’t have to 
ask Mary. I knew what her answer 
would be.” 

“T know it’s sort of uncomfortable 
and maybe not very good taste to dis- 
cuss this kind of thing in front of other 
people, Joe,” I said as gently as I could, 
“put I know, too, that everybody at 
this table wants only the best for you. 
And as far as I can see, the best for 
you is spelled ‘Mary Simmons’ ”. 

Joe swallowed and stared into space. 

So I plunged right on in. “Actually, I 
had a long talk with Mary this after- 
noon. And that talk was almost entirely 
about you. Joe, did you realize that 
Mary’s always been in love with you— 
and that she still is?” 

Joe made a despairing gesture that 
might have meant almost anything. 

“And furthermore, did you know that 
before Mary came to work at the Air- 
port, she’d spent most of her life on a 
farm? And liked it? Or were you so 
busy interpreting her thoughts that you 
never got around to asking her?” 

He winced at that, and bit his lip. 


ND, furthermore again—did you 

know that she’s pretty bored with 
the life she’s living now? That her job 
doesn’t occupy all her thoughts, that 
she doesn’t get around very much so- 
cially, that as a matter of fact she’s go- 
ing to the movies tonight all by her- 
self?” 

Joe looked up at that. “Gee,” he 
breathed. 

“She told me once,” I went on ruth- 
lessly, “that you were too willing to 
take ‘no’ for an answer, and that some- 
times you didn’t even wait to be told 
‘no’. And this afternoon she told me 
that if she’d had a little more courage, 
she’d have thrown herself right at you. 
But that in the part of the country 
where she’d been raised, nice girls 
waited until they were asked— Well, 
what about it, Big Shot?” 

Joe banged his fist down on the table. 
Mom jumped almost out of her chair, 
and every dish on the table rattled. 
“Pepper!” he roared at me, “is this the 
truth, or are you making it up?” 

“It?s the complete and simple truth,” 
I told him solemnly. 

“She said She was in love with me?” 

“She did.” 

Beneeale said. she liked living on a farm?” 

“cc ed 

“She ae she was just waiting to be 
asked?” 

“She did.” 

He shoved his chair away from the 
table and stood up. “That’s all I 
wanted to know.” 

“Where you going, boy?” I asked un- 
necessarily. 

He bowed slightly in Mom’s direc- 
tion. “If you'll all excuse me,” he said, 
with a trace of a grin on his lips, “I 
think I’ll wander down to the movies.” 

Mom nodded at him composedly, and 
we Sat in silence while he put on his 
coat and went out the front door, clos- 
ing it quietly behind him. Then, by 
common consent, we all left the table 
and went to the front window and 
watched him walk down the street. His 
hat was on the back of his head and 
there was a slight swagger in his walk. 
He was whistling soundlessly and his 
arms were swinging briskly. 

Dad chuckled and said, “I certainly 
pity those chickens from now on.” 

Linda murmured softly, “I guess he 
won't have any trouble finding her.” 

But Mom was already back at the 
table, getting ready to clear things 
away. “I just hope that girl can cook,” 
was all she said 


Bye, baby bunting, 
Daddy’s gone a-hunting, 
To get a little rabbit’s skin 


The Good 


Provider jury 


To wrap the baby bunting in. 
* * * 


Bye, baby bunting, 

Daddy’s back from hunting, 
He landed ‘baby’ modern swag, 
He has Fels-Naptha ‘in the bag.’ 


Even if a man can't 
manage mink these days, 
he might do a fair job 
just keeping ‘the little 
woman’ in Fels-Naptha. 
To a housekeeper 
faced with a big wash 
this grand laundry soap is almost priceless. 


There’s magic in the simple word naptha—when 
it’s blended with good mild soap, the Fels way. 
Magic that makes dirt do a disappearing act— 
that makes your washing machine 

a ‘quick change’ performer. 


When buying laundry soap means hunting instead of 
shopping—Fels-Naptha is the prize ‘catch.’ 


Fels-Naptha Soap 


BAN/SHES TATTLE-TALE GRAY™ 


Step right up and ask your questions—if we don’t know 


your questions about radio and radio personalities by individual 

letter. But so many of your inquiries are of general interest 
that we decided they should be incorporated in a new feature, 
written in part by our readers. So here it is—your new feature— 
INFORMATION BOOTH. 

Each month we'll select the questions we think you would be 
most interested in knowing about and publish the letters and 
answers. If you have a question about your favorite program or 
radio star, just write to Information Booth, Radio Mirror, 205 
E. 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. 


fr: some time the Editors of Radio Mirror have been answering 


COMING ATTRACTIONS 


Dear Editor: 

I have bought your magazine for quite 
some time and enjoy it very much. I would 
like to see an article in the near future about 
Robert Merrill. I think many of the teen- 
agers would like a story about Mr. Merrill. 
Also I would like to see a story about Phil 
Spitalny’s All Girl Orchestra. 

Miss M. D. 


Robert Merrill 


Topeka, Kansas 


Evelyn 


We think a story about Robert Merrill 
would make interesting reading too, and 
not only for teen-agers. Just as soon as we 
can fit it in yowll have your Robert Merrill 
story. Meanwhile, here’s a bit of informa- 
tion about him. Though he’s only 27 years 
old he has been featured on one of radio’s 
top programs, the RCA Victor Show, is one 
of Victor’s most valued recording artists, 
and has made fourteen appearances at the 
Met since he made his debut in 1945. 

Also coming soon will be a story about 
the All Girl Orchestra written by Evelyn, 
who is the orchestra’s concert mistress and the wife of Phil 
Spitalny. 


BACK ISSUES 


Dear Editor: 

I am much interested in the life story of Art Linkletter. He 
announced over the air that it would be published soon but I am 
not sure that he said it would be in Radio Mirror. I never miss 
his program or the magazine, but though I looked in all the recent 
issues I can’t find the story. If it is to be published soon kindly 


let me know. 
Mrs. H. M. G. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


The Art Linkletter story was in the November issue of Radio 
Mirror. It was titled “Love Needs No Reasons” and illustrated with 
a color picture of Art Linkletter and his wife, seated at their 
breakfast table, as well as with several black and white pictures. 
Sorry you missed it for we think it was very good indeed. Back 
issues of Radio Mirror can be obtained by writing to the Back 
Issue Dept., Macfadden Publications, 205 E. 42nd St., N. Y.17, N.Y. 


SING HIGH, SING LOW 


Dear Editor: 

Today I bought the latest issue of Radio 
Mirror and the thought came to me that 
I should ask you about some of my. favorite 
singers of the past few years, voices I would 
like to hear again. Please tell me of these: 
Frank Munn, Vivian, Margaret Speaks and 
Rachel Carlez. 

Mr. T. H. T. 


Margaret Speaks 


Troy, N. Y. i 


Vivian 


After thirteen years on the American AL- 
bum of Familiar Music, Frank Munn is en- 
joying a well deserved rest. He’s on an ex- 
tended vacation just now but you'll be hear- 
ing from him again. Vivian, once with the 
All Girl Orchestra, can now be heard on the 
Saturday Night Serenade, CBS, 9:45 to 
10:15 P.M., singing under her own name, 
Hollace Shaw. Margaret Speaks is busy 
these days with her home and her hus- 
band, and doing concert tours. 


DAVIS FAMILY PORTRAIT 


Dear Editor: 

I read your magazine every month and like it very much. Would 
you please put the Davis family in soon? I would like very 
much to see them. i 

Miss M. D. 


New York 


Well do an illustrated story of the Davis Family just as soon 


as we possibly can. Meanwhile here’s the cast of the show of 
When A Girl Marries. ' 


Character Played By 
Joan. Davis’: cnc Mary Jane Higby 
Harry; Davis.c..02 seen ee John Raby 
Mrs. Davis........--.-- .... Marion Barney 
Lilly (heimaid) esse ee Georgia Burke 
Police Officer Connolly.............----+-+ Peter Capell 


HOW DO YOU DO, EVERYBODY! 


Dear Editor: 


Many years ago one of the most popular radio announcers 
was Norman Brokenshire. He was my favorite announcer and I 
used to listen to all the programs he was on. I read your maga- ~ 
zine every month and as | haven’t heard Norman Brokenshire for 
a long time I thought you might be able to tell me what happened 


to him. 
Mrs. L. S. 


Mountain View, N. J. 
You can still hear your favorite announcer doing the honors on 
The Theatre Guild on the Air, 10 to 11 p.m., EST, over station WJZ. 


the answers we do know where to find them for you 


PLAYS AND PLAYERS 


Dear Editor: 

I have just become acquainted with Radio 
Mirror and will not miss a copy from now 
on. Will you please tell me who take the 
parts of Walter Manning and Dr. Byron in 
Portia Faces Life. Dr. Byron is no longer in 
the story but I hear him in other radio 
shows and would like to know his name. 


Thank you for this courtesy. 
Miss E. A. D. 


Bartlett Robinson 


Boston, Mass. 


The part of Walter Manning is played by Bartlett Robinson and 
Dr. Byron was played by Peter Capell. Incidentally, Police Officer 
Connolly in When A Girl Marries is also played by one of your 
favorites, none other than Peter Capell. 


HERE’S YOUR VOYAGER 


Dear Editor: 

Sometime ago a play entitled “One Voyager” was broadcast over 
the radio. I understood it was to be made into a movie but up to 
date I haven’t been able to find it listed. I was wondering if it had 
been made into a movie under a different name. I would also like 
to know if this play “One Voyager” has. been published in story form. 


Mrs. E. W. 
Cambridge, Idaho 


The radio play which you heard was “Now, Voyager” and was 
based on the novel of the same nume by Olive Higgins Prouty. Bette 
Davis starred in a movie based on the same book and using the same 
title. The picture was released several seasons ago. We hope you 
catch up with it somewhere for it is very good indeed. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Dear Editor: 

I'd like to know what has happened to 
the following radio stars: Arlene Fran- 
cis, Eddie and Fannie Cavanaugh and 
Harold Isabel. I have been a regular 
reader of Radio Mirror for years and 
thought perhaps you could give me the 
information. 

Mrs. G. M. 


Peru, IIl. 


HAGE@ VEE Arlene Francis is now playing the 


lead in a series of exciting mystery 
stories called The Affairs of Ann Scotland, aired over WJZ, 
Wednesdays at 9 p.m. It’s the story of the adventures of a young 
girl who, although not a professional detective, likes to solve mys- 
teries. We werent able to find any information on the others 
you asked for but perhaps some of our readers will know the 
answers and help us out. 


HAIL 
AND FAREWELL 


Dear Editor: 

I listened to Bachelor’s 
Children for many years 
and miss it very much. I wonder if you can tell me why it was 
taken off the air and if it is on any other network. 

Mrs. E. R. 


Inkster, Mich. 


The Cast of Bachelor’s Children 


There are many reasons why a program may be taken off the 
air and it is difficult to give a specific cause in any one case. 
Bachelor’s Children was built around the story of a family, and for 
eleven years there were no changes in the cast. When a group of 
actors play the same parts for so long a period of time they in- 
evitably are closely associated in our minds with the characters 
they portray and the actors themselves become somewhat of a 
family group. About a year ago one of the original cast died. This 
year Hugh Studebaker, who played Dr. Bob, got a Hollywood con- 
tract and left the group. Next to leave was Marjorie Hannan, who 
played Ruth Ann, because she wanted to devote her time to her 
home and baby. Replacements were made but the author and 
directors felt it just wasn’t the same Bachelors Children, and so 
it was decided to take the show off the air. 


JUST ASK US 


Dear Editor: 

I buy your Radio Mirror every month 
and always look forward to seeing my 
favorite radio stars in each issue. I listen 
daily to all the radio serials so how about 
printing more pictures of them such as 
Stella Dallas and her companions, Pepper 

e Young’s Family, Backstage Wife, Portia 
; Faces Life, Lorenzo Jones, Vic and Sade 
and Ma Perkins. I’ll certainly appreciate it and I’m sure other 
readers and listeners will too. 

Mrs. G. D. 


Shuffle Shober 


Weatherford, Texas 


That’s quite an order but you'll be happy to know that we have 
the situation well in hand. Unfortunately Vic-and Sade are no 
longer on the air but you'll find Lorenzo Jones in the December 
issue. Look for Stella Dallas and Backstage Wife in the March 
1947 Radio Mirror, and as you've probably already discovered, 
Pepper Young’s Family and Portia Faces Life are in this issue. 
How’s that for anticipating! Ma Perkins will be coming very soon. 


HEAR YE, HEAR YE 


Dear Editor: 
I have been listening to The Right To Happiness for years and 
would like to know who the announcer on the show is. 


Mrs. M. S. 
Washington, D. C. 
The handsome young man who announces The Right To Happi- 
ness program is Ron Rawson. 


Enrich your beauty 
with really natural rouge 


JUNE LANG charming screen actress 
smiles approval of Princess Pat Rouges 


you can have color which 
seems your own—but do you? 


Rouge that looks artificial defeats 
the very purpose for which you use if. 
But the new Princess Pat Rouge 
imparts soft, lovely, youthful color 
.-. so natural that it seems to 


come from within ...- 


HERE IS THE MAGICAL SECRETE 


Princess Pat Rouge is duo-tone. Duo-tone 
means that two distinct tones are perfectly 
blended into one by an exclusive secret 
process. Thus each shade of Princess Pat 
Rouge possesses a mystical undertone 
which comes fo life instantly as it is warmed 
by the skin. And the transparent overtone 
gives youthful radiance so real that the 
color seems to be your very own. No other 
rouge can possibly give this marvelous 


duo-tone effect. 


Today be more beautiful than ever before! 


Get Princess Pat Rovge today. Discover 
t means fo enrich your beauty 


what i 
At better drug 


with really natural rouge. 
and department stores everywhere. 


PRINCESS PAT beauty aids 


PRINCESS PAT, Dept. 7142 
2709 S. Wells St., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Iam qj blonde Oj medium {QJ brunette 


Enclosed find 25¢ (coin) for which send me a com- 
pact of the new Princess Pat duo-tone Rouge and 
Lipstick to match—regular size (not samples) and 
trial size harmonizing shades Face Powder. 


I Asked for A Home 


(Continued from page 23) 


it as quite a different individual. And 
that gift meant more to me, even, than 
if they had-handed me the key to a 
new apartment. 

We are still living—Hugh and Bobby 
and I—in the cramped half-of-a-duplex 
with Mother and Father Jones. There 
are still the inescapable tensions and 
the compromises to be made when four 
adults and one child try to live in five 
small rooms. 

But something walked back with 
me from that theater; from the 
astounding, unbelievable, deliriously- 
exciting day of being a real, honest- 
to-goodness Queen; something that 
entered the house with me and filled 
my whole heart. 

That something was courage. 


| WASN’T just Eileen Jones. I wasn’t 
just another soldier’s wife trying to 
pick up the pieces of a torn-up life, 
trying to make the adjustments to my 
veteran husband, trying to start a new 
life and running headlong into diffi- 
culties too big—it seemed—for me to 
handle. For a whole day I had been a 
Queen. I had been treated with re- 
spect. I had stood up before a large 
audience and been listened to as I told 
my story. I had worn the regal er- 
mine-trimmed robes and carried the 
scepter of royalty. A chauffeur-driven 
limousine had carried me afterwards 
to a world-famous restaurant for 
lunch, to a motion picture studio in the 
afternoon, to a glamorous, luxuriant 
beauty salon for the primping and the 
pampering all women long for, and to 
a fashionable hotel in the evening for 
dinner and dancing. I had been bowed 
to by people on the street as our sleek 
black car sped past. 

Of course the bowing had been in 
friendly kidding, because this is a 
democracy and Americans bend their 
knee and tip their hats to no one. But 
it was friendly—all these people were 
happy for me when they saw the Queen 
For A Day lettering on the limousine. 
I could almost feel them saying to me 
as we drove past: 

“Go to it, Eileen—have a wonderful 
time! Hold your head up; this is your 
day and yow’re wearing a crown, re- 
member!” 

I hadn’t particularly wanted to go 
out that day of the broadcast, but my 
own mother was visiting here from 
Michigan and she had urged me. 

“You’ve never seen a radio show, 
HBileen,’” she had reminded me. “Be- 
sides, you aren’t doing yourself any 
good moping like this, staying inside 
day after day listening for the tele- 
phone to ring and then feeling so 
badly because it doesn’t.” 

“But we’re on the waiting lists for 
apartments, Mom, and I’m afraid some 
hotel manager or real estate man might 
call up and I’d be out. Then we’d lose 
our chance!” 

My mother-in-law sided with Mom. 
“That’s foolish, child. Tll be here all 
day and I'll take any call that comes. 
You’re wearing yourself out, chasing 
after leads that dissolve into thin air. 
Now you run along—Ill look after 
Bobby for you. You two have a good 
time today.” 

No one ever had a nicer mother-in- 
law than I have. I knew I was lucky 
that Hugh’s parents had welcomed us 
in so willingly that day—that day that 
was the blackest in my life—early in 
December of 1945, when Bobby and I 


had returned from Michigan to await 
Hugh’s discharge from the Army. That 
sad, bitter day, when Mother and 
Father Jones had opened their arms to 
a broken-hearted girl. 

My third baby had been born on 
V-J Day—and died only four months 
later. I had brought the little coffin 
back with me to Los Angeles and it had 
seemed to me as if some real, vital part 
of me had been buried, too. My own 
morale was almost shattered. This was 
the second child I had lost—and there 
had been a time, while my husband 
was overseas, that I was sure I was 
going to lose little Bobby, too, from 
pneumonia. 

Even rebellion had been sapped from 
me. The great happiness that had been 
Hugh’s and mine on our wedding day; 
the joy that had come with Bobby’s 
birth and growth; the fun and the 
peace we had known together, the 
three of us, in our little apartment we 
had furnished so carefully together, 
piece by piece—all this seemed to have 
been lost or spoiled. I could hardly 
believe, looking back, that there had 
been a time when all that was ours. 

The war had taken Hugh away from 
me. Death had taken my two babies. 
I had given up all our hard-won, hard- 
worked-for cherished possessions and 
sold them when I had followed Hugh 
to Olympia, Washington, to be with 
him for the little while before he was 
shipped to the Pacific. 

So much had been taken away from 
me that I had lost my perspective. I 
was letting despair destroy the value 
of everything that was left. 


STILL had Hugh’s love and I knew 

our feeling for each other had not 
lessened through the years... but I 
could only dimly realize—and only 
now and then—how that feeling had 
actually deepened and strengthened 
through the tragedy and separation we 
had faced. I was too lost to know how 
to build from that new strength. : 

And there was Bobby. But how could 
I look at him—and not think of those 
other two who had gone? 

Last, but certainly not least, there 
was our family. My Mom and Hughie’s 
mother and father. No one could have 
been grander to me—yet I found my- 
felt becoming irritable with Mom when 
she visited me, angry at her unbound- 
ing optimism and her cheerfulness. 
What did she have to be so cheerful 
about?—hadn’t she worked hard all 
her life to bring up ten children, single- 
handed? What was this secret of living 
she possessed and I did not? 

And was I never to have any pri- 
vacy? As Mom and I walked out of the 
house that day I gave a last look 
around and shuddered. The living 
room had all the appearance of camp- 
ing out, with our bed and Bobby’s crib 
jammed into it besides the miscel- 
aneous easy chairs and lamps and 
such that simply couldn’t be edged 
into any other room. 

It had been bad enough, living in 
such close quarters—the three of us 
and Bobby—but when Hugh had been 
discharged and come home, living 
doubled-up that way became intoler- 
able for me. It didn’t help to know 
that most of Los Angeles was in the 
same fix. The strain was just as hard 
on Mother and Father Jones as it was 
on us—worse, because it had been they 
who had had to change the settled, 


comfortable pattern of their lives to 
make room for us. Worse, because 
Mother Jones had not been well for 
nearly seven years and it’s hard enough 
for a strong person to cope with the 
antics of a three-year-old youngster. 

would remind myself of these 
things—yet the next time something 
happened—a little friction over what. 
vegetables were to be cooked for din- 
ner—the waiting in turn for the one 
bathroom—the next time I had to try 
to keep Bobby quiet so that Mother 
Jones could nap—the nightly business 
of putting him to bed in the living 
room (our bedroom, too!) and having 
to use our parents’ bedroom for our 
only chance to sit and talk out the 
day’s happenings—when these things 
happened I would feel myself tighten 
up. I would feel myself turning my 
frustration outwards, against these 
kindly people. 


HILE Mom and I boarded the street- 

ear that day that would take us into 
Hollywood and to the broadcast, I re- 
member thinking of the plans Hugh 
and I had had for After The War. 
Every soldier and his wife dream those 
same plans—a home of their own, 
peace and security, room to turn 
around in, their children happy with 
just the right amount of authority, 
friendly, easy visits with relatives. 


& ulletin: As Radio Mirror went 


to press, the Joneses were joyfully 
settling themselves into the two-bedroom 
apartment that Queen For A Day’s magic 
turned up for them. 


I blinked fast to keep the tears from 
falling, but Mom must have seen. 

“Hileen,” she kept her voice low so 
that others on the streetcar couldn’t 
overhear. “You mustn’t let this get 
you down. You’ve got your husband 
safe at home, and that’s more than 
many soldiers’ wives can say. He came 
back to you and he wasn’t hurt. And 
you have Bobby.” 

“T know, Mom. Only—how can we 
even think of a new life when we can’t 
make any plans; when all we can do is 
hope we get through this day and the 
day after with the least possible fuss 
and quarreling?” 

“But it’s not easy for you to always 
show him how you feel.” Mom never 
pried into our married life and this 
was more comment than she had ever 
made before. “You know, Eileen, there 
were ten of you children at home when 
you were growing up. We never had 
a large house—I couldn’t afford it. But 
do you ever remember feeling cramped 
and crowded and pushed around, even 
with all eleven of us?” 

“No-o.” Looking back, I could see 
that she was right. “Even then, I al- 
ways felt sure of myself—of being 
myself and having my own rights. 
How did you manage, Mom?” 

We had arrived in Hollywood now 
and we followed the others off the car, 
pushing our way through the strug- 
gling mass of humanity that swarmed 
its way through the open streetcar 
doors and the safety aisle. 

Then on to the Earl Carroll Theater 
patio—and more people. As_ usual, 
Mom struck up a friendly, lively con- 
versation with those around her and 
iwo elderly ladies from Ohio had fas- 
lened themselves on her, content to 
follow her lead as the line began to 


steals your energy and spoils your fun! 


we 


How thousands who are pale and tired because of this blood 
deficiency may find renewed energy with Ironized Yeast Tablets. 


HERE are people in every “crowd” 

who seem always weary and dis- 
pirited. Yes, and so many of these 
pale, drab people may trace their lack 
of personality and fun to a Borderline 
Anemia, resulting from a ferro-nutri- 
tional deficiency of the blood. 


Results of medical studies show that 
up to 68% of the women examined— 
many men—have this common Border- 
line Anemia. And if you have noticed 
a loss of color and energy in yourself, 
you too may be a victim. Perhaps you 
need to build up your red blood cells— 
supply line of energy. 


- Build up Blood and Energy 
with lronized Yeast Tablets 


If your face is too pale and you tire 
too easily it may be the result of a 
Borderline Anemia and you should 
take Ironized Yeast Tablets. They are 
formulated to help combat Borderline 
Anemia by restoring puny red blood 
cells to normal size and color. Vigor 
and healthy looks depend on energy 
released by healthy red blood cells. 


TABLETS 


Continuing tiredness, listlessness and 
pallor may be caused by other condi- 
tions, so consult your physician regu- 
larly. But when you have the signs of 
this depressing Borderline Anemia take 
Ironized Yeast. It can help you build 
up your blood—and your natural vi- 
tality and appeal. 


*BORDERLINE ANEMIA 


resulting from a ferro-nutritional 
blood deficiency can cause 


TIREDNESS - LISTLESSNESS » PALLOR 


Energy-Building Blood. This 
is a microscopic view of 
blood rich in energy ele- 
ments. Here are big, 
plentiful red cells that 
release energy to every 
-muscle, limb, tissue. 


Borderline Anemia. Many 
have blood like this; 
never know it. Cells are 
puny, faded. Blood like 
this can’t release the 
energy you need to feel 
and look your best. 


: “Professional Hair ‘Styling at Home’. 


Tip-Top booklet tells how you can at- 
range these 2 becoming hair styles—and 
10 others. Packed with helpful hints, pic- 
tures, and easy-to-follow instructions. 


T1-Top Propucts Co. : 
106 Graybar Bldg., New York 17, N. Y. 


Please send me your free booklet, 
"Professional Hair Styling at Home’’ 
RM-2 | 


move and the ushers collected our 
tickets. i 

For the first time, something like 
real excitement began to stir in me as 
we hurried through the beautiful Earl 
Carroll Theater foyer and down the 
broad center aisle to a small table for 
two. I caught my breath at the mag- 
nificence of it—the large, spacious the- 
ater with its six terraces of tables—the 
huge, curved stage, half-hidden behind 
the shimmering sequin-spangled ceil- 
ing-high green curtain. 


LIKED Jack Bailey, the Master of 

Ceremonies, immediately. I liked the 
way he talked to us—not down to us. 
He explained the program, although I 
doubt if it was necessary, since the 
comments around us showed that most 
of the audience were daily listeners— 
and they knew just what was going to 
happen in a few moments, when the 
green signal would flash from the con- 
trol booth that we were “on the air.” 
And everyone seemed to be biding the 
little hope that this might be her day— 
when she would be chosen Queen. 

Why not? I thought to myself in 
astonishment. The Queens would have 
to be picked out of the audience. Why 
couldn’t Mom be chosen? 

And suddenly I found myself waving 
my hand frantically in the air as Jack 
Bailey walked down the aisle to begin 
the selections. Five contestants would 
be chosen—I wanted so badly for Mom 
to be one of them! 

Finally he came our way. We were 
the third tier of tables back from the 
stage and he paused beside us. My 
throat had tightened up so that I could 
hardly breathe. I wanted to shout to 
him—tug at his coat—anything to 
make him look down at me. But I 
didn’t—and then he was walking past. 

But he came back. He came back! 
He stopped and leaned over our table. 

“Hello,” and he held the microphone 
between us, so that we could both be 
heard. “And what would you like to 
do, if you were made Queen for a 
Day?” 

Frantically I gestured towards Mom. 
“She—” I managed to get out, but he 
stopped me. 

“No—what would you like to do?” 

I had just one quick look at Mom and 
her eyes were shining—and then I 
knew that she wanted this for me, 
just as she has always wanted the good 
things for other people. Strong, inde- 
pendent, sure—Mom has expected the 
miracles for other people. For herself, 
she wants to make her own way. 

“TI—_I’d like a place to live,” I blurted 
out. I hadn’t stopped to consider; that 
wish filled my heart day and night. 
“Yd like an apartment or a house—or 
anything—just so I can make a home 
for my husband and my son aid my- 
self.” 

He nodded and I caught a glimpse of 
real, genuine sympathy in his eyes. 

“That’s a good wish,” was all I could 
remember him saying. 


I can’t remember anything else until 


I was up on that stage and looking 
around me, dazed. I was one of the five 
contestants chosen. 

It was lucky I was so dazed. Other- 
wise I would have been terrified of 
being in front of that big audience and 
speaking my piece over the micro- 
phone, over air waves that carried this 
program to people in every state of 
the Union. 

Jack Bailey and the others on the 
program helped. They were so kind, 
yet so quick with their questions that 
I didn’t have a moment to be more 


than aware of how my knees were 
shaking. ; 

I told my story—though not all of it. 
I didn’t want to broadcast the tragedy 
of my babies. But I told about giving 
up my apartment and my furniture to 
be with Hugh in Olympia when he first 
went into the Army; about gcing back 
to Mom in Michigan to wait out the 
duration; about the coming back to Los 
Angeles and the desperate, hopeless 
search for a place of our own. Big as 
that stage was and far away as I was 
from the sea of faces below us, I could 
feel the warm wave of sympathy that 
came from the audience. Probably 
many of them—in overcrowded, under- 
housed Los Angeles—were facing the 
same ordeal I was! 

Then it came. 

“I crown you, Eileen—Queen for a 
Day!” I had won! ; 

Like one in a dream, I felt the robe 
being placed around my _ shoulders, 
the soft stroking of the ermine collar 
at my throat. Hands were lifted over 
my head—and, unconsciously, as I felt 
the slim weight of the crown on my 
hair, my chin went up. When you are 
a Queen you must act like a Queen! 

I could hear the handclapping below, 
but I couldn’t see anything for the 
little mist of happy tears in my eyes. 
An emotion was struggling up into my 
throat—but it was a proud, joyous, 
triumphant one—not that bitter, un- 
happy choke I had lived with so long. 

It began then—right then—that 
change in me. And it grew and grew 
all during the rest of that exciting pro- 
gram and through the wonderful 
events that followed. It was as if I had 
to change. I had to be courageous. 

I had to take the magnificent pres- 
ents they gave me—and clamp down, 
fiercely, on the cynical whisper that 
mocked in my ears: “And where do 
you think yowll put them, Eileen, in 
rooms that are already crowded with 
furniture?—that big, white stream- 
lined washing machine, that console 
radio, the twin coffee-making sets, the 
motion picture camera?” I found I 
could accept the lovely wardrobe—the 
gray gabardine wool suit, the striped 
jersey dress, the nylons, the shoes, the 
purses and hats and gloves—without 
sarcastically wondering: “and where 
will you have a chance to wear them? 
Walking up and down streets, looking 
for ‘For Rent’ signs? Or talking to 
apartment-house janitors, perhaps?” 

No, this new, clean feeling of pride 
refused to let me twist the giving into 
a mockery. I could look at the gifts 
and just be simply grateful. 

“Is there anything special you’d like 
to do before we start on the Grand 
Tour, Your Majesty?” Mr. Bailey asked. 

The show (Continued on page 84) 


Be Sure to Listen to 
Louella Parsons 


Sunday, January 12th, at 9:15 P. M. 
EST on ABC for an exciting interview 
with one of America’s most popular 
stars—as chosen by the American movie- 
going public in the annual poll con- 
ducted for PHROTOPLAY by Dr. 
George Gallup’s Audience Research Inc. 


and 
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VICE TO READERS FOR 


BAD SKIN 


Stop Worrying Now About Pimples, Blackheads 


And Other Externally Caused Skin Troubles 


JUST FOLLOW SKIN DOCTOR’S SIMPLE DIRECTIONS 


py Belly Memphis 


Have you ever stopped to realize that the leading screen stars whom you admire, 
as well as the beautiful models who have lovely, soft white skin, were all born 


just like you with a lovely smooth skin? 


The truth is that many girls and women do not give their skin a chance to show 
off the natural beauty that lies hidden underneath those externally caused pimples, 


- blackheads and irritations. For almost anyone can have the natural, normal com- 


plexion which is in itself beauty. All you have to do is follow a few amazingly 


simple rules. 


Many women shut themselves out of 
the thrills of life — dates, romance, 
popularity, social and business success 
—only because sheer neglect has robbed 
them of the good looks, poise and femi- 
nine self-assurance which could so eas- 
ily be theirs. Yes, everybody looks at 
your face. The beautiful complexion, 
which is yours for the asking, is like a 
permanent card of admission to all the 
good things of life that every woman 
craves. And it really can be yours—take 
my word for it! — no matter how dis- 
couraged you may be this very minute 
about those externally caused skin 
miseries. 


Medical science gives us the truth 


- about a lovely skin. There are small 


specks of dust and dirt im the air all the 
time. When these get into the open 
pores in your skin, they can in time 
cause the pores to become larger and 
more susceptible to dirt particles, dust 
and infection. These open pores begin 
to form blackheads which become in- 


fected and bring you the humiliation 
of pimples, blackheads or other blem- 
ishes. When you neglect your skin by 
not giving it the necessary care, you 
leave yourself wide. open to externally 
caused skin miseries. Yet proper atten- 
tion with the double Viderm treatment 
may mean the difference between en- 
joying the confidence a fine skin gives 
you or the embarrassment of an ugly, 
unbeautiful skin that makes you want 
to hide your face. 


A screen star’s 
face is her for- 
tune. That’s why 
she makes it her 
business to pro- 
tect her com- 
plexion against 
pimples, black- 
heads and blem- 
ishes. Your face 
- is no different. 
Give it the dou- 
ble treatment it 
needs and watch 
those skin blem- 
ishes go away. 
The double Viderm treatment is a for- 
mula prescribed by a skin doctor with 
amazing success, and costs you only a 
few cents daily. This treatment con- 
sists of two jars. One contains Viderm 
Skin Cleanser, a jelly-like formula 
which penetrates and acts as an. anti- 
septic upon your pores. After you use 
this special Viderm Skin Cleanser, you 
simply apply the Viderm Fortified 
Medicated Skin Cream. You rub this 
in, leaving an almost invisible protec- 
tive covering for the surface of your 
skin. 


This double treatment has worked 
wonders for so many cases of external 
skin troubles that it may help you, too 
—in fact, your money will be refunded 


if it doesn’t. Use it for only ten days. 
You have everything to gain and noth- 
ing to lose. It is a guaranteed treat- 
ment. Enjoy it. Your dream of a clear, 
smooth complexion may come true in 
ten days or less. 


Use your double Viderm treatment 
every day until your skin is smoother 
and clearer. Then use it only once a 
week to remove stale make-up and dirt 
specks that infect your pores, as well as 
to aid in healing external irritations. 
Remember that when you help prevent 
blackheads, you also help to prevent 
externally caused skin miseries and 
pimples. 


Incidentally, while your two jars and 


the doctor’s directions are on their way) 


to you, be sure to wash your face as 
often as necessary. First use warm 
water, then cleanse with water as cold 
as you can stand it, in order to freshen, 
stimulate and help close your pores. 
After you receive everything, read your 
directions carefully. Then go right to it 
and let these two fine formulas help 
your dreams of a beautiful skin come 
true. 


Just mail your name and address to 
Betty Memphis, care of the New York 
Skin Laboratory, 206 Division Street, 
Dept. 9, New York 2, N. Y. By return 
mail you will receive the doctor’s direc- 
tions, and both jars, packed in a safety- 
sealed carton. On delivery, pay two 
dollars plus postage. If you wish, you 
can save the postage fee by mailing the 
two dollars with your letter. If you are 
in any way dissatisfied, your money 
will be cheerfully refunded. To give you 
an idea of how fully tested and proven 
the Viderm double treatment is, it may 
interest you to know that, up to this 
month, over two hundred and twelve 
thousand women have ordered it on 
my recommendation. If you could only 
see the thousands of happy, grateful 
letters that have come to me as a result, 
you would know the joy this simple 
treatment can bring. And, think of it!— 
the treatment must work for you, or it 
doesn’t cost youacent. (Advertisement) 
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(Continued from page 82) was over. 
The audience was slowly, noisily, mak- 
ing its way out the frosted glass doors 
of the theater. Mom was up there on 
the stage with me and now there were 
only us and the official members of the 
show left. 

“Tt’s all over?” I asked, regretfully. 
I was beginning, slowly, to emerge 
from the dream. 

“IT can see your daughter’s been too 
excited to listen,” Jack Bailey laughed 
with Mom. “Why—it’s just started! 
You have a whole day to reign, Queen 
Hileen. First, you’ll have lunch, with 
your court, at Tom Breneman’ s—then 
on to the Hal Roach Studios—then to 
the House of Westmore—then—” 


a | eo There was only one thing left to 
make this day perfect. “Could I 
possibly call my husband? I know my 
mother-in-law has heard, because she 
said she would be listening in to the 
program. But Hughie’s working:—” 

“Well, why not ask him to join us 
for dinner? At the Biltmore Hotel?” 

Hugh told me afterward that my 
voice had a song in it when I finally 
reached him over the phone. He said I 
didn’t sound at all nervous or jumbled- 
up, when I finally told him what had 
happened. He claims he was perfectly 
calm, too—but I know better! When 
his words go all gruff and masculine 
and he tries to be casual and what-of- 
it?—then I know he’s tickled pink. 

But right now the Queen’s limou- 
sine was waiting outside, under the 
blue-pillared marquee. 

I was so glad Mother Jones had in- 
sisted on my wearing my nicest dress 
and hat when I left the house. She had 
done it for my morale—but now I 
knew I needn’t feel ashamed to walk 
into Tom Breneman’s Restaurant and 
know that people were pointing me 
out. 

The orchid Mr. Breneman pinned on 
my shoulder at lunch put my spirits 
up an even higher notch. 

“That’s part of it,’ Mom whispered 
to me as she saw the delight in my 
face as I looked down at its delicate 
lavender-tinted beauty. “You were 
asking me before how I managed, 
Hileen. Well, I never could afford an 
orchid but I always tried to have some 
little beautiful thing tucked away— 
a flower or a favorite pin or a special 
little trinket someone had given me— 
to take out and look at and spruce up 
a plain dress, when things were par- 


ticularly down-heartening. “Tt does | 
something for you, wearing something 
special and beautiful. Life can’t always 
be just bread-and-butter, you know.” 
I did know. I remembered how 
proud we children always were of the 
way Mom looked, no matter how poor 
we were. The way she would always 
have her hair just-so and the way she 
would never think of going out onto 
the street in a housedress, even to the 
grocery store. She could always find 
time to change into a street-dress and 
put on her hat, even with ten children 
clamoring for her time and attention. 
What was the word for that kind of 
pride—was it courage? : 
But now I was too busy to ponder 
secrets. The chauffeur piloted us in 
the big car out to Culver City and the 
Hal Roach Studios—and it was then I 
noticed the people bowing on the 
streets and felt their friendly god- 
speeds. I was a grown woman, mar- 
ried, with a three-year-old son—yet 
it was all I could do to keep from 
bouncing up and down on the ear 
seats, just as Bobby would have done. 
Even the make-believe of the movie 
sets didn’t seem any more unreal than 
the rest of what had happened so far — 
that day, as we visited the Hal Roach 
Studio. These glamorous great peo- 
ple of the motion pictures—why, they 
treated me as if I were the celebrity! 
I think Mom enjoyed the House of 
Westmore as much as I did. 


HOPE you don’t mind my watching 

everything you do?” she asked the 
attendant who had taken me in charge. 
“IT have a few other daughters and 
some friends who will be asking me all 
kinds of questions and I’d like to pass 
on to them any new ideas.” 

“Of course we don’t mind,” the 
other said graciously. “Looking pretty 
is mostly just good common sense and 
sticking to it, anyway. Plus a little 
professional ~-know-how.” 

“Is there anything that gives a 
woman such a lift as this?” I marveled, 
when they were through. ‘I feel 
like a new person.” And indeed it was 
a new Hileen who stared rapturously 
back at me, turning and posturing in 
the House of Westmore salon. The old 
one—defeated and beaten—had been 
sloughed off like a worn-out coat when 
I had first walked up those velvet car- 
pets to the stage at Earl Carroll’s. Now 
the finishing touches were on—and I 
was welcoming back the girl who 
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looked like this with shining eyes the 
day Hugh and I had been married, who 
had been so happy before the war. 

But there was still something lack- 
ing to make for perfect happiness and 
I knew what it was when I saw Hugh, 
himself, make his way toward us at 
our dinner table at the Biltmore Hotel. 
Now everything was complete—be- 
cause he was here to enjoy the rest 
with me. 

“Hi, Queen!” his words were joking, 
but his whole face showed his pleasure 
and his ‘pride. It seemed so _ good, 
again for the two of us to be dressed 
up and dining out—just as if we were 
two kids again, courting and on a spree 
—instead of a settled married couple, 
having to hoard pennies against rainy 


days. “Do I bow—or kneel—or does 
a husband have some rights with 
royalty?” 


“How about your being King—for 
the evening?” The sponsors of the 
show even had an officiul escort, Mr. 
Harry Mynat, along with Mom and 
me, and he had proved to be a gay and 
interesting guide on our tour. 


a | eee Mr. Mynat. That should give 
me some standing here.” Hughie 
settled himself at the table and then 
smiled at Mom. “You two girls have 
been having yourselves a time, haven’t 
you? Not that I was surprised—I’ve 


_always said I knew how to pick ’em.” 


With a start of surprise, I saw that 
I had almost forgotten how good- 
looking Hugh is—how grand that smile 
that lights up his whole face. It had 
been so long since I had really given 
him a good look, or made an effort to 
see him smile—so long since I wasn’t 
too busy when he came home nights 
to share with him this private kind 
of teasing that is a part of love. 

I saw, too, the new little lines at the 
corners of his eyes. These past years 
hadn’t been any easier for him than 
for me... perhaps harder. 

But that was in the past. Things are 
going to be different from now on, I 
promised him, silently. This day is 
meant to be more than just an adven- 
ture—it must mean the start of that 


_new life we dreamed of. 


“IT feel so wonderful,” I whispered 
to him, as the lights slowly darkened 
in the big ballroom-dining room and 


the floor show began. “I feel like 
Somebody.” 
He squeezed my arm. “You’ve al- 


ways been somebody, silly—aren’t you 
Mrs. Hugh Jones? You’re somebody to 
me, and to Bobby, and don’t you for- 
get it.” 3 

And then we stopped talking because 
the dinner was so delicious and the 
floor show was sparkling and funny 
and there was so much to see and do. 
I was in fairyland again, and this time 
Hugh was with me. 

Of course there’s always an awaken- 
ing. Mine came next morning when I 
opened my eyes and knew that my 
Queen’s reign was over—I was back in 
our combination bedroom-living room 
and Bobby was clamoring for his 
breakfast. 

“Shush!” I told him automatically. 
The usual warnings rose to my lips as 
I tiptoed into robe and bedroom slip- 
pers: Be quiet—don’t make so much 
noise—youll wake your Grandmother 
—dont ask so many questions—eat 
your breakfast— 

And then I remembered. I had a 
story to tell Bobby. 

“Once upon a time, Bobby, there was 
a Queen. For a whole day. And that 
Queen was your very own mother—” 
and so on, telling him everything that 
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had happened. He sat there raptur- 
ously quiet, his big brown eyes wide 
under his thatch of blond hair. He 
could hardly wiggle, much less talk— 
but he ate his breakfast. 
So the magic hadn’t yet disappeared! 
And now a little of it touched my son. 
The phone began ringing shortly 
after Hugh and Father Jones had left 
for work—which is early, indeed. And 
it hardly stopped ringing all day. 
Friends dropped in to marvel and ex- 
claim with me and to hear firsthand 
how one of their own neighbors had 
become Queen for a Day. Telegrams 
came from Michigan where relatives 
and more friends had heard the pro- 
gram. I had to keep dressed up; I 
couldn’t run around in slacks and any 
old blouse when there was no telling 
who might be ringing the doorbell. 
People told me that the afternoon 
Alhambra newspapers carried ads 
placed there by the sponsors of the 
show—asking for a place to rent for us. 
But—funny thing—I never really 
expected therm to get results. I never 
expected to get my wish. I had almost 
forgotten I had made it and I knew 
that apartments and real estate offices 
had long waiting lists. 


UT the other miracle—? Late that 

afternoon, when the house was 
finally quiet and Bobby was outside 
playing and Mother Jones had left me, 
smiling, to take her nap—then I sat 
down and took stock of myself. Why 
did I still feel so different? 

Why wasn’t I afraid—at least not 
so much? Why was it that all the in- 
terruptions, the make-shift entertain- 
ing, the apologies for meeting these 
friends today in a living room where 
the baby’s bed was crowded against 
the fireplace and our bed was only 
barely comouflaged as a divan against 
the other wall—why didn’t those things 
bother and irritate me? 

I searched and found the answer. 
Because I had found myself again. I 
had my bearings now and none of 
these temporary discomforts was going 
to throw me for a loss again. I was a 
real person. 

All during the time Hugh was in the 
Army I had felt like nothing more 
than a war statistic. I was a soldier’s 
wife—one of ten million—torn up by 
the roots and scattered over the coun- 
try. That was a sacrifice I had been 
willing to meet, even if I’d had a choice. 
The woman’s part is the easiest. 

But those things wouldn’t have mat- 
tered if you knew you had a safe 
anchorage somewhere, a place to come 
back to, of your own. But when you 
drift for a couple of years—when your 
husband is overseas—when you bear 
and lose a child that he has never even 
seen—in a home that is not your own 
—when you move again and must find 
your corner in someone else’s house— 

Well, somewhere along that road I 
had lost myself. I had become not 
wholly a mother, not wholly a wife, not 
quite a guest in my parents-in-law’s 
house—not entirely anything. 

Now I knew that to be anything to 
anyone, I must first know myself. I 
must be strong and courageous and 
proud—not beaten and unhappy. I 
must look forward—but not desper- 
ately. There were common-sense 
things I could do. 

Stubbornly I meant to cling to some 
of that magic. It wasn’t so impossible. 
Wasn’t my own mother one of those 
rare persons who carried that magic 
wisdom with her wherever she went? 
She had raised ten children, but she 
had never let herself become sub- 
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merged in them; never let her own 
dreams and her own pride die. : 


I don’t mean to imply that being ~ 


Queen has changed me or my life 
completely. In fact, I doubt if Hugh 


or Bobby would appreciate such a 


change. But what it has done for me — 


is to make me realize that good fortune 
can come my way; that keeping a pair 
of rose-tinted glasses handy isn’t just 
kidding myself; that if miracles can 
happen, other good things can come 
my way if I work for them. 

Time has gone by. I’m still search- 
ing the want-ad sections of the news- 
papers and I still eagerly follow up any 
rumors I hear about rental vacancies. 
But the hunt doesn’t occupy all of my 
time—not by any means. 

I have a job now. In the mornings 
I get up and fix our breakfast, clean 


up our room, and then take Bobby to 


nursery school on my way to work. 

It’s nice, pleasant work, 
breads and cakes and pies and cookies 
in the Mission Bakery. The counters 
sparkle in their clean glass and the air 
smells sweet from the cinnamon and 
the spices in the baking. I wear a trim- 
white uniform and a little white cap 
that perches smartly on my dark hair 
(I’m still dressing my curls the way 
Westmore’s showed me to!) and I am 
begining to know and call the custom- 
ers by name. And they know me, too. 
“Mrs. Jones,” they say—and once in a 
while someone’s eyes will open wide 
and they will gasp: “Mrs. Jones? Are 
you the Eileen Jones who was Queen 
for a Day? Oh, tell me about it!” And 
then I find myself going over my great 
adventure again. 


ie FOUR-THIRTY I pick up Bobby 
and we go home. Mother Jones has 
had a quiet, peaceful day. She loves 
Bobby and he loves her, dearly; but no 
older woman—and certainly not one 
who is unwell—should have the nerve- 
racking noise and tumult of a small 
boy’s entire waking hours loaded onto 
her shoulders. This way they see each 
other for a few hours and it is a pleas- 
ant time for them both. 

When Hugh comes home I have 
rested and showered and changed into 
one of the pretty dresses he loves. 
And I have found that sharing an- 
other person’s life and jokes and ten- 


'derness doesn’t depend on being physi- 


cally alone. We are together—we are 
building together—planning together. 


selling — 


“I heard about a new housing de- — 


velopment today. And they’re giving 
preference to veterans.” 
would tell me about these possibilities 
before, it would come slowly, almost 
as if he were afraid of raising my hopes 
and knowing the despair that would 
follow if the “lead” came to nothing. 

But now—? I can say calmly, “Let’s 
call them up and ask for an appoint- 
ment, dear. Maybe we can run over to 
their offices after Bobby is in bed.” But 
there’s no frenzy in my voice now. It 


will come—that home for us. “And if it 


doesn’t work out—there’ll be another 
day.” And I know, from Hugh’s grate- 


When he ~— 


ful smile, that he has learned, too, how © 


substantial our happiness together is. 
I’m going to have more babies, too. 
That was something I couldn’t face for 


a long time. But now I want children— q 
brothers and sisters for Bobby—when 


that Someday comes. 


It’s nice, having a wonderful Some- é | 
But I don’t 


day to look forward to. 
think I could still dream of it and plan 
for it—if I hadn’t had that Other Day 


to look back on. That never-to-be 
forgotten, miracle in time wi rT 


was truly Queen for zg! 10) “ 


It’s A Honeymoon 
(Continued from page 43) 


and how we fell in love and married 
and have lived happily ever after . . 

. it all began, as the tale- tellers 
say, seven or eight years ago—maybe 
more, time plays pranks with me— 
when I was working as a relief an- 
nouncer for Station KGB in San Diego, 
California, and first heard Ruth Car- 
hart sing over the Columbia network. 
I thought, I remember, how much, how 
very much I liked the verve and velvet 
of her contralto voice. I wondered 
vaguely, I also remember, whether she 
‘Tooked like” her voice. But I did not 
think I would ever meet her nor did 
I feel, to be quite honest, any wild 
romantic urge to do so. 

Then, shortly after I heard Ruth 
sing, I resigned from KGB (by that 
time I had been promoted to Chief 
Staff Announcer) and headed East. 
Luck rode with me, for I was accepted 
in no time at all as a staff member of 
CBS in New York. Among my first 
assignments was to announce the pro- 
gram of songstress Ruth Carhart. 


OW you might suppose—since I had 

heard her’ sing when I was on the 
Coast and her voice had, so to speak, 
said things to me—that it would have 
been pretty exciting to me to meet her, 
to announce for her. Quite honestly, it 
wasn’t. I had been at CBS for only 
two to three weeks at the time and was 
too excited over the break it was for 
me to be there to have any reactions 
‘left over. Furthermore, I was not well 
—down to that “spare 134 pounds” —it 
was a hot summer, I wasn’t used to 
heat and the whole set-up ganged up 
on the Romeo in me, if any 

I do recall that Ruth sang “When We 
Were Young,” as one of her numbers, 
but whether I noticed what she wore, 
or thought her beautiful, or hoped to 
have a date with her, I doubt . 

After the broadcast, however, Cupid 
got in a. Nicks eS when, in the an- 
nouncers’ room, I found a great big 
box of peonies which my grandparents 
had sent me from my hometown of 
Deposit, New York. An enormous 
box ... Since the room I was then 
sharing with Ralph Edwards (later to 
be the Ralph Edwards of Truth and 
Consequences fame and _ fortune) 
boasted only one vase, a bud vase, it 
was obvious that if the peonies moved 
in, Ralph and I would, perforce, move 
out. Sort of embarrassing to me, too, 
all those flowers in the announcers’ 
room. What to do with them? Having 
just finished the program with Ruth, 
something—in my subconscious, noth- 
ing more—prompted me to rush to the 
elevators where, just as she was sig- 
naling for a down car—I caught up 
with Ruth. Standing there, first on one 
foot, then the other, I asked her, with 
a sickly grin, if she “liked flowers.” 
Ruth’s answer was (she says it was 
the first and last time she ever used 
the now-current phrase) “Oh, are you 
kidding?” 

I remember very well our first date. 
Ruth had an organ program some- 
where on Seventh Avenue. I announced 
the program. As we were leaving the 
building in—recurrent theme!—a down 
elevator we said, simultaneously and 
very unromantically, that we were 
hungry. After which, with no “How 
about dinner tonight, Miss Carhart?” 
we found ourselves, as by common 
consent, in a place called Louise’s, 
somewhere on the East Side, and there 
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discovered that we both like hearty 
food—steak, potatoes, pie—that we 
both love children, animals, flowers, 
fishing and sturdy furniture; that we 
both come from the smallest of small 
towns (Population of Ellsworth, some 
2,000—and Ruth said I had “made up” 
the town of Deposit, that there was no 
such place) which means that our way 
of life had been much the same and 
that we had both worked like steve- 
dores to make good. 

“My parents,” Ruth confided, “wanted 
badly, but could not afford to give me, 
a musical education. So when I learned 
that Ellsworth’s one and only (and 
very fine) vocal coach needed a house- 
keeper, I applied for the job—and got 
it. Lessons,” she added, laughing, “in 
part payment of salary.” 

“T worked my way through San 
Diego College, where I was studying 
to be a history teacher,” I said, “by 
taking employment in a grocery store, 
at a public beach as caretaker of the 
parking lot and picnic grounds, as a 
flagman with a road gang...” 


“QOON after I started in domestic 
service,” Ruth said, “my employer 
and coach joined the staff of Stephens 
College, in Missouri, and I went with 
him. I worked my way through Ste- 
phens by singing in church choirs in 
addition to continuing my household 
chores.” 

“T quit college in my junior year,” 
I said, “to join a Shakespearean stock 
company, run by Mrs. Patia Power who 
was better known, at the time, than 
her son, Tyrone. I made my stage 
debut,’ I added, with modest pride, 
“in ‘Romeo and Juliet? at the Vine 
Street Theater, in Hollywood.” 

“After I graduated from Stephens,” 
Ruth continued the exchange of confi- 
dences, “I entered the Cincinnati Con- 
servatory of Music. After I had been 
there a year, I won a contest sponsored 
by Mme. Schumann-Heink. The prize 
was a summer of study with the late 
great diva.” 

“After our Shakespearean troupe 
broke up,” I said, “my next venture 
was gold-mining. I spent several 
months prospecting, and—to under- 
state it—roughing it in the California 
hills. I returned to San Diego with 
nothing that bore even a family resem- 
blance to gold in my pockets.” 

This time, too, unlike the first time, 
I noticed what she wore—something 
green, like the spring. This time I no- 
ticed, and knew, that she was beautiful. 
She was my type, whatever that means. 
I mean that her red-brown hair, 
smooth and shining, her wide-set, 
black-lashed gray eyes, her skin like 
the skin of the camellias I then and 
there determined to send her daily, 
her wide-set cheek bones and full, gen- 
erous mouth added up to my concept 
of beauty in a woman. There was the 
look of the Viking about her, the look 
of strength. I am, besides, always at- 
tracted to a very regular, genuine 
wholesome quality in a woman and I 
recognized these qualities in Ruth. It 
sounds selfish to say, but I also knew— 
for a fact—that she would board up the 
holes in me and would make—and this 
mattered to me, too—a good mother. 
Which, in more than bare fact, she has 
done and is. In addition, because al- 
though I am not musical myself, I 
have a great love of music, the idea of 
her being musical really—what is it 
Sinatra does to his fans?—sent me. 

After that first date, we never again— 
not for long, at any rate—said goodbye. 


Ralph Edwards (with whom I was still 


At this time, or shortly thereafter, 
narrow and she looks 1 


sharing—not a room, now, 


b ap es 
ment on West 55th Street) started go- 


ing with the girl he was to marry and, 


-in a foursome or, more often, two by 


two, we dated and danced and had 
ourselves never-to-be-forgotten times 
all through that enchanted summer... 

One of our favorite haunts was the 
old Brevoort, on lower Fifth Avenue, 
where we liked to have mint juleps. It 
was at the Brevoort, I remember, that 
we wrote “our” song—Rain On My 
Heart. Ruth insists that I wrote it, 
she just wrote it down; I insist that she 
wrote it, I just wrote it down—either 
way, we collaborated and although the 
song remains unpublished and, except 
by Ruth, unsung, Ruth still believes in 
it and submitted it, recently and, I 
fear, optimistically, to a song contest 
being held in Bronxville. (Editor’s 
Note—late bulletin. It won first prize!) 

The Russian Yar over on 52nd Street 
was another rendezvous made for two. 
There, the muscians used to come to 
our table and play and sing for us; used 
to teach Ruth to sing songs in Russian. 
How Strange was, I well remember, 


one of them she sang, there in the © 


candlelight, in Russian. On her birth- 
day that year, our musician friends, 
trouping in behind the one-candled 
cake the proprietor had made for Ruth, 
sang her the Russian version of Happy 
Birthday To You... : 

I, an announcer, am not paid to be, 
and am not, an adept at translating 
emotion into words; but if there is a 
word for that time in our lives, the 
word is “magical.” : 

It always flatters me enormously— 
perhaps, being a very wise woman, she 
knows it does—to hear Ruth telling her 
girl-friends, “George used to send me 
the most beautiful flowers. When I was 
on a show, there was a corsage every 
night—creations, they were, each one 
different.” (I had an arrangement with 
a very ingenious florist!) “And oh, the 
most beautiful camellias .. ..!” 


N June 22, 1940, in the parlor of a 


house in 
/we were 


Presbyterian minister’s 
Fredericksburg, Virginia, 
married. 

Again I remember the way she 
looked (she looked like a bride—can 
a woman look more beautiful?) and 
the dress she wore, a lovely silk thing, 
green, with flowers in the print. i 
I remember, too, that as we were 
promising to love, honor and obey, we 
faced a screen door leading out into 
a garden and the garden, like Ruth, 
was bright with summer. 

We didn’t have a honeymoon trip 
because the news waits for no man, 
not even a bridegroom, and I had a 


news broadcast the next day. But we : 


went to Maine later that summer and 
we went to Florida this winter just 
past and although we call that our 


“real” honeymoon, when two people 


are in love ‘wherever they are, and 
whenever, it is a honeymoon, isn’t it? 
We have our differences, of course, 


and Ruth has her difficulties with me. — 


Put down that I am the laziest man in 
the world (if I ever get a breakfast 
show, I’ll be out of radio!) and you'll 
face one of them. She gets me up in 


the (mid) morning by sheer chican- _ 


ery. The latest gimmick is to tell the 
kids, “You go in, boys, and give Daddy 
a big kiss.” Rousing a man by his 
heart-strings, I call it! 

Having laid myself open to criticism, 


it is only fair to say that my wife has 
When she is — 


a tremendous temper. 
about to explode, I can always tell it 
because her lips get very ight 


‘vat 


all to battle. A very minc 
etween us is that I 1 


Basically, however, we are a literal 
example of two hearts that beat, and 
two lives that are lived, as one. 

When Ruth took the children to Cali- 
fornia last year to show them to my 
mother, and to hers and to do, while 
on the coast, some transcribed stuff. 
(“I was,” she says, “the voice of Elsie, 
the Cow.”) She was gone ten weeks. 
Though we like to think we are mod- 
ern enough to believe that married 
people benefit by occasional separa- 
tions, we found that a ten-week sep- 
aration was plain torture. 

Since we have been married, Ruth 
has done some singing but on a much 
smaller scale than before she became 
Mrs. Putnam. Working as hard as she 
did to achieve what she did, she was, 
she says, pretty tired of the grind and 
enjoys “just being married.” I, in the 
matter of her career, say nothing. I 
feel I haven’t any right to have any 
feeling about it, one way or the other; 
that what she does must be motivated 
from within herself. I can’t help but 
feel, however, that with the big invest- 
ment in time and energy she made in 
her career, there may come a day when 
she will be happier with a slight change 
of pace. ... : 


EANTIME, she takes care, the best, 

of her “three boys” . . . sees to it, 
among other things, that I make the 
train in time for my Portia Faces Life, 
Lorenzo Jones, Big Town, Mystery 
Theatre and Paramount Newsreel 
shows—and that, with my capacity for 
sleep and incapacity for waking up, 
is no slacker’s job. With that slight 
straightening and narrowing of her 
lips, Ruth is wont to remind me that 
the only speed ticket she ever got in 
her life was when she drove me (on 
an ambulance the speed she made 
would have looked good) to the sta- 
tion.at Fleetwood. 

Since I seldom have to be in New 
York until afternoon, and only two 
nights a week, we manage to have a 
lot of time together, and a lot of fun, 
at home. Having lived in Bronxville 
for four years, we know a lot of people 
and have a wonderful crowd—a den- 

tist (Dr. Knight) and his wife, an 
artist and his wife, a lawyer and his 
wife, two vice-consuls from the Union 
of South Africa and their wives—and 
almost every night we’re at home, they 
drop in on us, or we visit one of them, 
and have a big powwow, or Ruth sings, 
or. we play The Game. 

‘ ten, too, we spend an evening 
alone, Ruth and 1... and she tells me 
something amusing the boys have said 
or done... 
the children were walking past a neigh- 


- borhood church that day and all Jeff 


knows about a church is that people 
_ get married in church and how, as Kit 
started up the path, exploring, Jeff 
said, “You better not go in there, Kit, 
you might get married!” ... Or I do 
a little bragging about my recent mem- 


bership in the Lambs Club and how 


proud I am of it... . Or we conjure 
up ideas for shows I might do, some- 
day, in radio and Ruth says she wishes 
_ I would act in radio and I tell her that, 
if I did, I would be faced with some- 
thing as simple as embarrassment. Or 
Maybe, but not often, we go to the 
movies. Or Ruth sings to me. Or some- 
thing. Or anything .. . for whatever 
it is, it adds up to contentment and 
appiness simply because we 


. for instance, how she and. 


are 


Are you in 


ae 


@ 
) 


How can you leave af your dating 
deadline? 

Tell the crowd Dad insists 

[ Say you need your beauty sleep 

[1 Mention an early A.M. appointment 
Party-ing is such sweet sorrow when you’re 


the gal who must break it up. You’re 
also the gal who must face the family . . . 


Nee 


Do you think a thank-you note 
should be— 


OD A formal acknowledgment 
O Brief but “personalized” 
An essay on gratitude 


When sending thanks by mail, you needn’t 
be stiff, or wordy or witty. Make your 
thank-you brief, but warm with that per- 
sonal touch that’s you. Why let “‘duty 
notes’ nag you? Writing them can be so 
simple. Likewise, why be needled by 
problem-day worries—when Kotex can 
give you peace of mind? The exclusive 
safety center of Kotex means extra protection 
against accidents. And you'll say “thanks” 
for that deodorant in each Kotex napkin! 


the know? 


so don’t hesitate. Mention an early morn- 
ing appointment. It’s the smooth way to 
exit at your curfew time. At ‘‘difficult”’ 
times, curfew for outline fears calls for 
Kotex. That’s because Kotex has flat, 
pressed ends that don’t show .. . that 
prevent revealing outlines. Yes, with Kotex 

- you’re poised at any party .. . a smoothie 
from the word go! 


After making an introduction, 
then what? 


OD Follow through 
1 Let them take if from there 
1 Start talking for talk’s sake 


Spare your friends the pause that distresses 
—after they’ve said “How do you do?’’. 
Follow through! Drop a word about Jim’s 
et hobby or Jane’s mad passion for the 
eanbet It gives them the pitch for con- 
versation; puts them at ease. To be at ease 
on “trying” days, let Kotex introduce you 
to real comfort, dreamy softness that is 
strictly this side of heaven! For Kotex is 
made to stay soft while wearing. You get 
lasting comfort . . . more poise per hour! 


* 
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a Family Mutual Hospitalization policy, you'll 
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The Little Girl Next Doct 


(Continued from page 47) ; 


she looks up worshipfully. “Isn’t he 
big?” she says to you in an off-stage 
whisper. Then motioning significantly 
to his arms, “Muscles!” 

They live near the college in a small 
yellow frame house with a palm tree 
in the front yard and a hopscotch game 
painted on the front sidewalk. There’s 
a cash-and-carry grocery store on one 
corner, a press-while-u-wait on the 
other. Like many other American fam- 
ilies the Nilssons are victims of evic- 
tion. They had to give up their com- 
fortable Hollywood home, and took this 
one until they can get a small ranch in 
the San Fernando Valley. Meanwhile, 
Norma Jean plays happily away on the 
hopscotch walk, her only regret that 
there’s no room for a horse in the back- 


yard. “I want a baby colt,” she says, 
“but I can’t have it here. I just love 
horses!”’ 


HE stages her exciting horse operas 

in the backyard with her best friend, 
Evelyn August, a cute little girl with 
pigtails and freckles, who lives across 
the street from them. Evelyn is “going 
on twelve,’ and her father works for 
the Pacific Electric company “as a con- 
ductor or something,” Norma informs 
you. She phones Evelyn every after- 
noon when she gets in from school and 
earries on fantastic conversations in pig 
latin “so I won’t know what they’re 
talking about,” laughs her mother. It 
goes something like “Eskay-oogay- 
ootsay—okay-oplay,” but when boiled 
down means simply, “Will you come 
over and play?” 

Then Norma Jean whips on her 
khaki pants, red plaid shirt, red straw 
sombrero, buckles on her gun, and 
carefully pulls on a pair of white gloves 
“for strangling the villians and for 
riding,” she explains. Evelyn comes 
through the front door, pigtails flying, 
a gun strapped around the waist of her 
print dress, and they’re ready to ride. 
They mount imaginary horses and run 
back and forth across the backyard in 
thrilling chase stuff. “Through the 
cave!” one shouts, and they streak 
through the garage. “Quick... they 
saw us!” yells Norma, and they slink 
across to a big empty wooden packing 
box, take cover behind it and carefully 
aim. “Hit him right between the eyes!” 
she says. The imaginary culprit falls. 

When they “play costume,” the box 
is a beautiful stage with make-believe 
gold curtains. In front of it in a long 
pink net dress, a gold sequin band 
around her hair, an old window curtain 
draped soulfully over her shoulders, 
Norma Jean emotes. The show goes 
on. And on. 

She has some forty dolls that live on 
a double-decker bunk and overflow 
chairs all around her bedroom. “I’ve 
had this one... oh so Jong . . ever 
since I was a little girl,” she tells you, 
picking up a baby doll and cradling it. 
A fat bloated-looking doll reminds her 
of her Aunt Bluma. “Of course. she 
doesn’t look like her,” she adds, “just 
the eyes. My Aunt Bluma has such 
nice big eyes!” she says admiringly. 
Usually she plays with the “tall” dolls 
“because they look more grown-up 
and you can comb their hair and every- 
thing.” Some of them are wearing 
Norma Jean’s dresses now. “Of course 
they’re just borrowing them,” she ex- 
plains seriously. ; 

“Norma Jean” is a beautiful doll 
given her by the woman who designs 


her own clothes. She gave the doll 
an identical hair-do, using some of 
Norma’s hair which was cut off when 
she got a permanent, and made it nine- 
teen outfits just like those she made 
Norma. Including checked taffeta 
dresses, a blue velvet, a tiny brown fur 
coat, a robe, “and she has a night- 
gown just like mine too... a striped 
long flannel,” says her mistress. She 
keeps the tiny wardrobe in an old tan 
suitcase and proudly has the doll model 
all of them for you. 

Norma collects everything from dolls, 
stamps and pick- -up. sticks to the backs 
of playing cards “particularly those 
with dogs on the backs of them and 
Jokers. I don’t know why I collect the 
Jokers. It just seems I like to.” In 
her prized “knicknack” collection are 
souvenirs like the Statue of Liberty, 
the Empire State Building, two im- 
ported figures given her by Diana Bar- 
rymore, and a rock Norma picked up 
in the Bronx Zoo. 


HEE most prized item is a gold brace- 
let with a gold heart that Jack Car- 
son gave her, with “Norma Jean” in- 
scribed on one side of the heart and 
“Love, Jack Carson” on the other. 
“Tm crazy about it. It’s very lucky,” 
she says. “I just adore him anyway. 
He’s my very favorite star. He’s so 
nice and big and everything. We talk 
a lot,’ she goes on conversationally. 
“Oh we never-talk about anything per- 
sonal,’ she amends hastily, “just 
about the show.” But even that is 
enough to make her heart flutter. 


She loves jewelry and proudly shows ~ 


you her gold ring with a garnet stone 
that her parents gave her. “It’s my 
birthstone... January... you know.” 
She has a silver bracelet with a charm 
for every appearance on the Monday 
night CBS Radio Theatre, “but I don’t 


wear it much, because I>wear my gold ~ 


ring and it clashes,” she says. 

Norma Jean refers at intervals to 
something she had “when I was a 
young kid... 
Her bed is “my youth bed... I’ve had 
it ever since I was a little girl.” 

Her idea of luxury is reading in bed. 
She usually climbs into her “youth bed” 
around seven o’clock at night, switches 
on her little blue bed lamp, snuggles 
down with her pet lamb, “Ballet,” un- 
der one arm and gets ‘lost in some- 
thing like “The Five Little Peppers” 
for a half hour or so. “Ballet” is a 
nocturnal must. She’s been sleeping 
with the toy lamb since she was three 
years old, and never goes to bed with- 
out it now. 
every May 15,” she says. “Don’t think he 
always looked like this,” she says sadly, 
“he was all white and woolly with a 
blue satin ribbon around his neck 
when I got him. I guess he’s just gotten 
worn out as the years go by,” she says, 
hugging the little slick lamb close to 
her face. 

Norma has a large library, numbering 
books like “Old English Songs and 
Ballads,” “Book of Music Knowledge,” 
“Seventeen,” all the “Bobbsey Twins” 
books, and her very favorite “Black 
Beauty.” “I just love that story,” she 
says. “I’ve read it twice. I saw the 
picture too and I cried practically all 
the way through it.” 


She’s wholeheartedly enthusiastic 
She just loves her 
movies 


about her likes. 
favorite blue er CHIE: 


about three years old.” 


“T celebrate his birthday 


i 
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_ clin 3 


Smith sing, “he sounds so cheerful all 
the time,” and especially loves water- 
melons. “They’re my favorite food in 
summer,” she says. “I like apples in 
winter. And I also like my sponsor’s 
Chicken Noodle soup,” she goes on 
putting in an unsolicited but in her 
case a very honest plug. She doesn’t 
like any other brand of chicken noodle 
and can tell the difference immediately. 
She also doesn’t like summer squash. 
“IT strictly don’t,” she says, wrinkling 
up her nose in inflexible distaste. 
Like any other nine-year-old she 
strictly does like chewing gum and 
candy, and keeps a candy bar and a 
spackage or two of gum saved away 
in a black tin box, along with her 
precious gold sequin head band, a 
leather wallet, and a tiny little pink 
straw doll’s hat. A very obedient child, 
she never invades the black tin box for 
candy without her mother’s permission. 


Like other nine-year-olds also she 


strictly likes Roy Rogers, Wild Bill 
Elliott, to go ice skating and roller 
skating, and loves to swim. Unlike 
them, possibly, Norma Jean has to be 
perfect at everything. She’s a little 
perfectionist, and works just as hard 
at hopscotch as she does at long di- 
vision. A skating spin must be perfect, 
and she’ll practice it until she drops. 
She notes not only the principals, but 
the producer, director, all minor cast 
members, and every story detail of any 
movies she sees. 

Unlike most of them, her life as a 
young professional is regimented into 
regular hourly periods. School from 
eight-thirty to noon; lessons in ballet, 
tap, diction, piano, singing, ice skating, 
and swimming; and the regular after- 
noon play periods. 


Unlike some too .. . she just loves 


FOR 


‘ 


school. And here too she has to make 
one hundred to be happy. An ex- 
ample missed in arithmetic almost 
breaks her heart. “Mommy . 
missed one today,” she’ll say sadly, on 
that very rare occasion, and even 
“Pinky” can’t cheer her up. Her grades 
range from “A” to “A-Plus” in Eng- 
lish, spelling, writing, and geography. 
Sometimes she _ sorrowfully makes 
ninety-five in arithmetic. 


NTIL this past year Mrs. Nilsson tu- 
tored her at home. Now Norma is 
finishing the fifth grade at the Victory 
Garden School, a private school in 
Hollywood. The only other professional 
there is her secretly avowed “boy 
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friend,” thirteen-year-old Henry Blair, 
who plays “Ricky” on the Ozzie and 
Harriet show. 

Despite her I.Q. of 162 there’s nothing 
quiz-kiddy about her. She doesn’t 
chagrin you by rattling off the Consti- 
tution or by giving you the square root 
of some infinite sum. She’s just super- 
intelligent. Her parents have guarded 
against loading her mind with facts and 
figures or scientific data. “We just want 
her to be a normal child,” they say. 

Her I.Q. is evenly as well as gener- 
ously distributed. She’s an accom- 


plished pianist, playing her favorite 
compositions like Beethoven’s “Fur 
Elise” and Chopin’s “Minute Waltz” 
beautifully and with great feeling. Her 
mother started giving her lessons at the 
age of three and soon discovered she 
was a musical prodigy. One day while 
dusting the piano she accidentally hit 
a note and was surprised to hear three- 
year-old Norma, busily playing with 
her dolls, say, “Mommy ... that was 
‘C’”. Soon she could identify whole 
chords. She has what is known as 
absolute musical pitch and today—with 
her back turned—identifies major and 
minor chords and scales, and spells out 
words as her mother plays the notes. 
C-A-B-B-A-G-E... “Cabbage!” sings 
out Norma. She never misses. 

She speaks Swedish fluently ... her 
father always speaks it around home... 
and she has command of seven dialects 
on the radio. She excels in both tap and 
ballet, has a cute singing style and has 
sung duets with Jack Carson, Frank 
Sinatra and Jack Smith, no less. She’s 
also a very talented little sketch artist. 
Before the broadcast at CBS you'll find 
her in her dressing room sketching 
away like mad on lovely ladies in smart 
evening gowns. “I just dream them 
up,” she says, when you ask where she 
gets the ideas for the designs. “The 
dots are sequins,” she explains, dotting 
busily, spreading glitter on a “dreamy,” 
floating skirt. 

She’s always been precocious. She 
spoke fluently at the age of two, memor- 
ized nursery rhymes after hearing them 
one time, and could read and write at 
the age of five. She was taking dancing 
lessons at three, and singing lessons the 
following year. When she was four 
years old she sang and danced on USO 
shows, at War Bond rallies, and on 
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] NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO- i 
Dept. MC75-2, Wilmington, Del. 


| Please send me, without obligation, details about | 
i your "3c A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan’. j 
| Nameé..oo+ peer svceeccceccene: oe ecccnccrccenes I 
I Addresgivaisia\aiste!«(avainjaniaceieyeis a stelake pevccccceccece | 
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amateur radio programs. She won first 
place that year in a talent contest on 
the Tune-Out Time program on radio 
station KECA. 

Her first big-time radio appearance 
was with Dinah Shore and Fred Mac- 
Murray on Arch Oboler’s Free World 
Theatre program over NBC. When Mrs. 
Nilsson got the call to bring Norma 
Jean down for the audition, she brought 
all her music, her tap shoes, and an 
accompanist, thinking they wanted 
Norma to sing. She was disappointed 
when she found it was a line reading. 
More so when she saw the twelve older 
girls who were there for it. To this 
date she doesn’t know why her five- 
year-old was called. ; 

Neither did Arch Oboler. “What are 
you doing here?” he laughed, shaking 
his head. “Can you read?” 

“No,” said Norma gravely, “but I can 
say anything you want me to say, sit.’ 

Humoring her, the producer ex- 
plained that he was looking for a girl 
to play a little dying Filipino girl in 
the script. She would have one line, and 
repeat it six times. “Say ‘Mommy, I 
want a drink of water’,’”’ he said, smiling. 

Norma obediently obliged, saying it 
weakly, fretfully, as an ill child might. 
Wilemmain? 5 5 4 fg oo Wel. 4 4 @ Cbdénalkc 
of wa—ter.” 

“Just the voice I want and the child 
can’t read!” exclaimed the producer. 

He decided to use her anyway, and to 
have his assistant, Lew Merrill, squeeze 
Norma Jean’s arm to cue her every time 
she said her line. It worked. She was 
perfect on the show. 

“If youll teach her to read... Ill 
use her a lot,” the producer told her 
mother. 

Mrs. Nilsson taught her, and within 
four months she could read simple 
script on network shows. She did a 
commercial on the Edgar Bergen show 
one Sunday and so impressed Cecil B. 
DeMille, who was guesting on it, that 
he arranged for her to have a featured 
part on the Radio Theatre in “Penny 
Serenade” with Joseph Cotten and 
Irene Dunne. The word got around the 
studios about the amazing five-year-old 
who could read cold script. Calls pourea 
in. During the next two years, she was 
on Screen Guild, the Burns and Allen 
show, Truth and Consequences, and 
many others. On Stars Over Hollywood 
she enacted a macabre double role... 
that of a five-year-old girl and a 23- 
year-old woman in a five-year-old’s 
body. 

She was doing a small part on This 
Is My Best with Jack Benny one day, 
when Jack Carson and Larry Burns, 
producer of the Carson show, acci- 
dentally dropped into the control booth 
to catch the rehearsal: They knew im- 
mediately that they’d found the girl 
they wanted for the new character they 
were writing into their show. She was 
signed the next week. 

The producer tells you readily that 
Norma Jean is the cleverest child radio 
actress he’s ever seen. That she has a 
feeling for comedy and a timing that’s 
amazing to find in any child. An under- 
standing of lines and an intonation that 
usually takes years to develop. That 
she reads lines brilliantly, and reads 
them just as well at first rehearal as 
she does on the final show. 

Depite which Norma Jean always 
worries about her performance on a 
broadcast, and as soon as the show is 
off the air, rushes backstage to her 
mother with the anxious query, ‘Did 
I do good, Mommy? Did I do good?” 

She never gets mike fright. Ask her 
about that and you’ll get a surprised 
“Oh no . . the microphone is my 


-When he said his last line and looked 


Away go 


friend.” — ne’ luffs AO 
throws the timing on a ahi And she’s” 
equally watchful to see that nobody 
else fouls anything up either. During ~ : 
the broadcast of “The Pied Piper of — 
Hamlin” on the Radio Theatre a boy — 
actor suddenly became ill and left the — 
stage without the producer knowing it. 
When the boy’s cue came, Norma Jean ~— 
was on her feet and half-way to the 
mike to read his lines, when a fifteen- 
year-old boy who’d also noticed it, beat Beet 
her there. : 
She’s only had one or two bad mo- © 
ments of her own since she’s been in ~ 
radio. Once when she was supposed to 
scream on a show and her voice almost 
failed her. And on a Carson program 
when she didn’t have the final page of 
her script and had the tag line. ‘They. 
were broadcasting from Philadelphia, — 
where Jack was making personal ap- — 
pearances at a theater. There’d been 
only time for one rehearsal. Right at 
the end of the broadcast Norma dis- 
covered she didn’t have her last page. 
She knew she had the tag line. The last — 
laugh. She was panicky. She watched ~ 
Carson and Dave Willock carefully, 
knowing she could tell by Jack’s ex-_ 
pression when it was time for her cue. 


at her ... her own line came to her. 
She remembered it. When the curtain 
went down, Norma ran off-stage erying. | 
Carson picked her up and soothed her. 
“Oh, I was so frightened, Mister Car- 
son,” she wailed. 

Today at nine, Norma Jean has some > 
225 shows behind her. She has an ex- 
clusive contract with her sponsor 
that makes her the highest paid child 
actress in radio. She has a dressing 
room with “Miss Nilsson” lettered hand- 
somely on the outside door. She gets 
many fan letters. And back in Rock- 
port, Illinois, there’s a Norma Jean 
Nilsson Fan Club, whose members | 
meet “over at a neighbor lady’s” and — 
listen to the show, then adjourn to the 
nearest drugstore for ice cream cones. — 

During the broadcasts, Norma sits 
with great dignity on a chair onstage, 
her feet dangling, her full skirt spread 
carefully around her, a perky white bow 
atop her long brown hair. She follows 
the script carefully, turning pages and 
clipping them. Then jumps down and ~ 
takes a serious stance behind her short — 
mike for her lines. When the show’s 
over and her mother assures her she 
“did good,” Norma hurries on to the 
next exciting business on hand. 


N WEDNESDAYS she’s verily a little os 
queen for a day. During the three — 
hours between the East and West Coast 
shows, Norma Jean and her mother go ~ 
on their regular Wednesday binge. First — 
to the Brown Derby for some chicken ~ 


movie. 

When the curtain falls on the ast 4 
show, the little queen goes happily but 4 
sleepily back to the yellow frame house — 
with the hopscotch sidewalk. Forgotten 
is the dressing room with the “Miss 
Nilsson” on it. Forgotten the fans, th 
applause. She’s just the little girl nex 
door again. 

Come Thursdays and mies propped 
on one elbow by the phone in the ~ 
kitchen, giving with the pig latin to 
her girl friend across the street. Ou 
come the pants, the red plaid shi I 
pistol, the desperado. 
timing j 
And Calamit 


dhe ly le - he ile ae eee si 


Life Can Be Beautiful 
(Continued from page 41) 


you.” Then he would add, “They 
would be a very ungrateful lot if they 
did not look after their mother.” 

He lived long enough to see the 
three of them married. “Now,” he said, 
to me, “you are going to have a car 
and some of the things we have done 
without.” A car was selected and or- 
dered delivered but before it came my 
husband died of a heart attack. 

The children announced that as they 
could not keep up a separate home for 
me, which I never expected them to 
do, the three of them had arranged 
for me to spend four months of each 
year in one of their homes, in rotation. 
I agréed, really feeling happy about 
it. All of my things were sold. Each 
ehild lived in a different state and 
none of them lived in the state in which 
my married life had been spent and in 
which they had grown up. I had visions 
of going on being of service to my 
families, even though along in years. 


I could mend, wipe dishes and help 


with the children. I felt deeply proud 
and grateful that they seemed to want 
to take care of me. But, having my 
offers of help met with “No thank you, 
Nana,” over and over, in each home, 
I finally gave up offering. They were 
kind and considerate of my comfort 
but they wanted nothing I had to_offer, 
evidently. 


HAD no choice of selection of any- 
thing in the three different rooms in 
which I live. I made no suggestions 
as to the marketing. I ignored any 
act on the part of the children. I simply 
was and am not needed any more. 
The bottom had dropped out of my 
world. Night after night I cried my- 
self into an exhausted sleep. One wake- 
ful night I started thinking and plan- 
ning about the years left me. I se- 
lected churches in the different places 
to attend—not the ones my families 
went to. I had no intention of being 
an incumbrance, even spiritually. 
Then I put those plans into effect. 
I met people and in one church was 
_ giving a Sunday school class to teach. 
_ I visited the three different libraries, 
- took out membership cards and caught 
- up with my long neglected reading. I 
met other older people who spent time 
in the library. I shopped in the stores 
and fixed my wardrobe over, to the 
extent of my small allowance. I knew 
what was being worn. I crocheted 
many gifts during the evenings. I 
helped at Red Cross, met charming 
- people, which led to social contacts. 
The sum of it all is, now I let my 
_ families live their own lives as they 
seem to desire, in their homes, just as 
ie if I were not there. I live my life, cen- 
i tered in my three rooms and my inner 
| self. The fear of my interference, which 
I did not dream could exist, had been 
broken down. My families seem inter- 
ested in my activities and ask me about 
them. The children seek “Nana” in her 
rooms. I haven’t time for self-pity. 
| I repeatedly count my blessings. I am 


_ instead of one. I am warm, comfort- 
able and well fed. I have new friends 
and letters from old ones. 

Now that the younger generation 
realize that “Nana” is not going to up- 
set their home routines or spoil their 
children, living is assuming a natural 
_ basis and a more personal base. ~ 
_ I have discovered and demonstrated 
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that “Life Can Be Beautiful” even — 


hard housework. 


Doctors and nurses use Pacquins 


Doctors and nurses scrub their hands in hot soapy 
water from thirty to forty times a day. Pacquins 
was first made especially for them. If Pacquins 
can help their roughly treated hands... imagine 
how much it can do for your hands! 


HAND CREAM 


Creamy-smooth, fragrant...not 
sticky, not greasy, More hands 
use Pacquins than any other 
hand cream in the world. 


AT ANY DRUG, DEPARTMENT, 


Don’t let housework be unfair to your hands 


Yes... housework can leave your hands rough, red, and 
dry as dust. But...don’t blame the housework... 
blame yourself for not taking care of 

your hands. Pacquins helps keep 
your hands looking smoother 
and whiter in spite of daily 


OR TEN-CENT STORE 


Poc wins 


HAND @ cREAM 
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when lived in “othe 
and homes. 


TOO YOUNG TO DIE 


Dear Papa David: lat: 
My husband and I had been aac 
two years and were expecting our first 
child when I developed a malignant S| 
growth on my left arm. I had already 
had two operations on my arm, when 
I was still in high school, but it never ay 
occurred to me that it could be any- 
thing serious. ; 
Just a growth caused by a bruise, 
the doctor said. I had always been 
more or less a “tomboy’”—enjoying « 
kinds of sports, especially swimming. 
So it was logical for this growth to 
be caused by a bruise. The doctor 
calmed my fears and I soon ESTO 
about my arm. 
Just two months before my daughter 
‘ Wes) ay ie eee reappeared. My — 
W WW usband rushed me- to our local doc- ~ 
lt was eat and run tor, who sent me at once to one of the 
best-known hospitals in the South | 
ue Peer take long to find out ho 
ings stoo t was either amputate — 
— for all but me! my arm or lose my life. At that time 4 
it was really a big decision to make. 
With an arm off, I’d be a cripple! 
The very thought of it made me shud- _ 
der. Why, people would pity me. ae: 
wouldn’t be able to do any of the 
things my husband and I had planned. 

I couldn’t take part in the sports that 
I'd always enjoyed so much. a 
Then, there was my unborn Lae 
those pots and pans to I’d never be ares een to it with 

i | just one arm. I used every argument 

eee ae oe in the world, while my husband pleaded 
OS tto bea with me to have the operation, that it — 
law against “‘eat and ~~~. | wouldn’t make any difference in his _ 


” love for me. 
runners.” But now. I spent one whole night just walk- 


There I was— with 


* 


| I've discovered that “~~. ling and thinking. But when morning 
| a pad of S.O.S. is worth | eame I’d reached a decision. Id have 
| foro tentolle atound — the operation. I was too young to die, 


: only nineteen. I still wanted to live, - 
being “helpful”... ... | even if I would be handicapped. I ~ 
: “| thought of my child and began to won- 
der why I ever doubted that I wanted — 
to live. 

Once my mind was made up I felt | 
much better. It was almost a relief 
when I went to the hospital for t 
operation. ; 

My operation was soon over, and 
was home again in a very short. time. — 
I hadn’t much more than recovered — 
from it, before my daughter was b 

With a child to rear and a home 
make, I knew the time had come whe 
I could no longer escape reality. I 
a long, hard road ahead of me, 
I was determined to make the best of — 
it. I knew my husband and parents — 
had suffered through this ordeal, as 
much as I had. I didn’t want them > 
to carry my burden, so my first ep 
was to be cheerful. It wasn’t elves 
easy, but soon it came more natur 
and I discovered I had a sense eae 
mor, which saved many situations. Ii — 
I could get the family and friends to 
laugh, for awhile we'd all forget abo 


... and how fast $.0.S. 
is, how easy to use! 
With soap right in the 
pad, it cuts through 
grease, whisks away 
burned-on food, chases 
dullness —all in one 
simple operation. Just 
a dip, rub, rinse— 
and the job’s done! 


was a personal victory to me. It helped 
my morale to realize I could c 
wash dishes and do just about anything 
with one hand that I had done whe 
had two. I was anxious to Sees 
could still swim—and I could! — 
learned to drive a car. My p 
these small accomplishr 
mendous. I had never | 
could lead a1 rmal \ 


The S. O. S. Company, 
Chicago, Illinois, U. S. A. 


S. O. S. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Lid., 
Toronto, Ont. 


The most difficult thing I had to fight 
was self-consciousness. People are 

naturally curious, but when someone 
stared at me and whispered something 
to his companion, I felt like running 
to hide. With the aid of an artificial arm, 
I’m gradually adjusting myself and 
gaining self-confidence. 

It has been seven years now since 
I lost my arm. They have not been 
unhappy years. I have learned to ap- 
preciate the little things that other 
people sometimes overlook. I have a 
fine daughter, who is starting her sec- 
ond year in school. I have a devoted 
husband,-who never pampered or pitied 
mes but helped me to stand on my own 
eet. 

I have so much to be thankful for 
and I truly believe that life can be 
beautiful if we work to make it so. ~ 

I like to think that what happens 
to you isn’t so important as how you 


take it. 
Mrs. E. I. 


“OUR BOYS” 


Dear Papa David: 

Yes—life can be beautiful when we 
realize that happiness comes only 
through doing things for others; when 
we learn to think of the other fellow 
as our very self. Let me elaborate. 
For many years I tried to find happi- 
ness by chasing every dream; trying 
any and everything new; going here— 
going there always at a whirlwind 
pace. I didn’t know what I wanted. 
I wanted happiness—yes—but it had a 
way of always eluding me. When our 
only son was drafted and sent across 
the Pacific, life seemed meaningless 
to me. 

One night sleep just wouldn’t come. 
Hour after hour passed. Suddenly I 
had an idea! This was to be an un- 
selfish idea though, one where I was 
to do the giving and sacrificing instead 
of the taking. I could scarcely wait 

till morning came to set my plan in 
motion! This was my plan: we lived 
in the suburbs and I decided to open 
our home over 
wounded veterans from the two nearby 
government hospitals. Our home wasn’t 
pretentious but it was comfortable and 
- we loved to share it.’ It was lovely 
q in the summer especially. Big old shade 
_ trees provided places for hammocks 
® and Swings, as well as giving blessed 
"f shade on hot simmer days. There was 
i an outdoor oven where we roasted 
“doggies.” There were picnic tables 
_ and chairs for outdoor parties. It was 
cozy in the winter time, too, because 
we were fortunate in having a huge 
_ fireplace in the living room where each 
winter night found a cheery roaring 
wood fire blazing in the hearth. 
Within the month, we entertained 
our first boys. This was last Septem- 
_ber, and since then there has been a 
_ steady procession of wounded boys in 
our home. Some had lost both legs, 
some an arm and a leg, others had 
_ shrapnel wounds; still others had been 
horribly burned and disfigured—many 
were blind. There were boys of every 
_ faith, boys from humble homes and 
boys from wealthy homes. We treated 
them all alike, but one little twenty- 
year-old Marine who 
leg on Okinawa soon became so dear 
to us that he seemed almost like our 
_ own boy. Every weekend he could 
- get a leave he would drop in to see us. 
__ Just after he was discharged, he and 
his little wife spent a delayed honey- 
_ moon with us. Their stay at our home 
will always be a cherished memory. 
Then “Johnny” came into our life. 


weekends to the. 


“had lost his left 
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Distress af his cold is 
relieved as he sleeps 


li this picture remind you that 


tonight you can relieve distress 


of your little one’s cold 
even while he sleeps!... 
with nothing to swallow 7 
...and nothing to upset 
his delicate stomach. <S” 
What you do is rub warming 
Vicks VapoRub on throat, chest and 
back at bedtime. Even as you rub it 
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Used by 88 out of 100 Mothers 
. in Rochester 


Ina special door-to-door survey in Roches- 
ter, N. Y.—a typical American city—88 out 
of every 100 mothers called on said they 
use Vicks VapoRub whenever their chil- 
dren catch cold. So benefit from their ex- 
perience . . . and when anyone in your 
family catches cold, rub on Vicks 
VapoRub. When you see what grand re- 
lief it brings you'll understand why most 
mothers always use Vicks VapoRub ! 


Best-Known Home Remedy You Can Use 
to Relieve Distress of Colds. 


on, VapoRub starts right to work to 
relieve distress. 


IT PENETRATES to upper bronchial 
tubes with special medicinal vapors. 


IT STIMULATES chest and back sur- 
faces like a nice warming poultice. 


And . . . VapoRub keeps up this 
special penetrating-stimulating ac- 
tion for hours to bring relief while 
the child sleeps. Often by morning 
most distress of the cold is gone. 


Remember...only VapoRub gives 
this special penetrating-stimulating 
action. So be sure you get the one 


and only Vicks VapoRub. 
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STEERS Bra 


Read this thrilling news! You don’t pay one penny 
ever, for your choice of gorgeous new dress in your 
own favorite style, size and color. Select your dress 
from more than 100 newest Harford Frocks styles 
—and it’s yours just for sending orders for only 3 
dresses for your friends, neighbors, or members of 
your family. That’sall! Not onecent to pay now or at 
any other time—everything supplied without cost! 


Experience Not Needed... Use Spare Time 


of the styles, the huge selection, and learn 
the LOW MONEY-SAVING PRICES. 
And for sending orders for only 3 dresses at 
the low regular prices, YOU CAN SELECT 
YOUR OWN DRESS TO BE SENT TO YOU 
without paying one cent for it! And this 
thrilling plan does not stop with only one 
dress! You can goright on getting dress after 
dress, until you have a complete wardrobe! 


al aus for AE st = Line! 


Imagine showing your friends and neigh- 
bors a vast complete selection of gorgeous, 
exauisitely-designed Harford Frocks—more 
than 100 styles, all sizes, and scores of beau- 
tiful fabrics in the season’s latest colors and 
patterns—as well as hosiery, lingerie, sports- 
wear, suits, coats, children’s wear, ete. Your 
friends and neighbors will be eager to give 
you their orders when they see the beauty 


Gorgeous Style Presentation Sent FREE! 


Yes—we send you gorgeous style presentation show- 
ing scores of latest fashions with actual sample fab- 
rics in dresses, lingerie, children’s wear, sportswear, 
suits, coats, etec.— ABSOLUTELY FREE. No money 
‘needed. Don’t miss this opportunity to get complete 
wardrobe for yourself —with chance to earn up to 
$22.00 in a week cash besides. MAIL COUPON NOW! 


HARFORD FROCKS, INC. 
Dept. P-9001, CINCINNATI 25, OHIO 
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artfully wired, made of finest 


nylon marquisette .. . $3 


yes 1 
mine ec aS in his face Ta 
His courage and determination re a 
constant source of inspiration to me. 
Since meeting Johnny, I have found — 
that happiness for which I was seeking 
—a peace and contentment I have never 
before known. I can’t tell in words | 
what Johnny’s friendship has meant to — 
me; I only know he has strengthened 
in me a desire to help others less for- 
tunate than myself. 4 

Like many another “white collar — 
worker” family, we have seen our ~ 
wages decrease and the ‘cost of living — ae 
increase. To entertain these boys each 
week has meant a sacrifice on our part, | w 
and that fact alone—I know—is re- 
sponsible for the joy and pleasure we 
have received from doing it. What = 
money we would have spent for movies, — 
trips to the shore, or into New York ~ | 
and many other little luxuries, we have © 
put into a fund for entertaining these — 
boys. What dividends it has paid! Bread — 
cast upon the water has truly come 
back to us a hundred fold. y scrap 
book is filled with letters and notes 
from these new friends. 

Yes, Papa David, life can be heen 
ful when we forget ourselves and help 


M. Bs 


others. 


A MUTUAL GOAL 


Dear Papa David: 
We were full grown when we met 
and were carried away by one of those 
sudden romances. Before we had re- ~ 
covered from the blindness caused by - 
the blaze of light we were married. 
Everything was fine for a year, but by — 
that time a baby was on the way and ~ 
we were feeling miserably “stuck.” 
The baby came, and we didn’t quite 
know what to do. So we spent about 
six months wallowing in discontent and 
self-pity before we decided on what 
seemed to us a sensible course. 
Neither of us believed in divorce, 
and both finally came to the conelusion 
that two sensible adults could work 
out a civilized plan of action. Both of | 
us were fully aware that it would © 
take lots of “bear and forbear”, but we 
decided not to try it, but to do it. _ 
We discussed. frankly the faults to 
which we both objected in the other. 
and the virtues we especially admired. — 
We also decided on what would be 
our mutual goal—a successful mar- 
riage, and a happy home for our child. 
Finally, we worked out a plan where- 
by each of us was to spend one eve- 
ning a week with friends of our own 
sex while the other stayed home, spend 
one evening | out together, and make 
one evening “romp night” for the baby. 
My husband enjoys. poker parties, : 
and he spends his evening usually with — 
a group of men playing poker. I spe! 
mine with a group of women at the 
movies, or sewing together, or jus 
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calling on friends who live nearby. 
Romp night comes on Saturday night 
and is field day for the very young 
generation. © 
At first we were both very careful 
to never make inquiries as to the other’s 
“night out’, and for several months we 
went along being very polite and re- 
served. Then one night my husband 
mentioned casually that he was going 
to play poker at Joe’s, and since then 
we both got into the habit of telling 
the other where we are going. 

The oldest child was nearing four 
when we finally took stock of our lives, 
and found that of all our friends we 
had the most peaceful home. 
any petty bickering, no subtle insults 
to embarrass others who might be 
present, and never any argument over 
where we were going. We found that 
when one wanted to go to some par- 
ticular place it was usually just the 
spot the other would have suggested. 
Our taste in friends had become more 
in accord, and when we gave one of 
our frequent parties there was no more 
arguing over who was to be invited 
and who excluded. We had even de- 
veloped a liking for the same books 
and music. In fact, we were in accord. 

We romp and play together, worry 
out the budget, sit up together in sick- 
ness, share the joys and sorrows, and 
both of us would be desolate and 
stricken without our partner. 

As to our home life—we found in 
balancing it all out that our home was 
so much pleasanter than most that it 
was a pity not to have more children. 
So we added two more as time went on. 
And there they are, three little tots 
who live in an atmosphere of serenity 
and contentment, never witnessing hard 
words between Mother and Daddy, but 
brought in for a lot of fun and pleasure. 

I wish that I were gifted with the 
words to tell you just what our mar- 
riage is. But maybe you can read 
between the lines. What I wish peo- 
ple knew before they run for the di- 
vorece court is that a little common 
sense and some stick-to-itness would 


“ 


soon put most divorce lawyers on the | 


relief rolls! A little backbone to 
weather the first hard months when 
your heart aches with the realization 
that your romance is over; a little will 
to stand apart from the herd who are 
_ taking the easy way out—that’s all it 
takes to make a marriage between 
_ two people who want to succeed. 


this might say they tried, but it didn’t 
_ work. What I want to know is—did they 


_ people need suffer the heartbreak and 
- disillusionment of divorce if they put 
_ their minds to it. A marriage must be 
made with the mind as well as the 


heart. 
Gon Heese 


THROUGH ADVERSITY - 


Dear Papa David: 
The Bible tells us that “Adversity 
is God’s opportunity” and this is cer- 
_ tainly true. Through adversity I have 
learned that life can be beautiful. 
i I was twenty-two and having what I 
thought was a gay time when I began 
to get paralyzed. It was a progressive 
spinal trouble and from the beginning 
it was evident that I should be confined 
to a wheel chair within a few years. 
~The world looked black to me and I 
' swore to my mother that I could com- 
mit suicide when the day came that I 
d to be confined to a-chair. (It was 
r courageous and cheerful guidance 
at d me to adjust myself and 
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Never . 


Maybe some young women reading 


_ try hard enough? There’s very few. 
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Ask the Man in Your Life about 
Veg-feathens. ”’ Or, better...don‘t! 
Better erase all that unsightly 
leg-hair the E-Z way. 


SZ does Ce avictly eteatelyee 


gives your nylons a chance to really 
flatter your legs. Use this dainty 
hair-eraser millions buy yearly 
...at all chain store cosmetic 
counters. In 10¢ and 
39¢ packets. 


Largest Selling 
Depilatory 


Copyright 1947 
A. Sartorius & Co., Inc., Fifth Ave., N.Y. 11, N.Y 


RUIN YOUR ROMANCE 


E-Z can also be used for arms, 
underarms, face and back of neck 


2 GLOVE 


A HELEN NEUSHAEFER PRODUCT —— 


when he catches you “all cream’— don’t scream... 


THE BOX WITH THE 
BOW ON TOP 


SUTROUK! 


_., say SIT-TRUE 
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lays and see if you are real jo} 
the pleasure of LONGER HAIR that 
can capture Love and Romance for you. 
; . 

Hair May Get Longer 
when scalp and hair conditions are normal 
and the dry, brittle, breaking off hair can 
be retarded by supplementing the natural 
hair oils, it has a chance to get longer and 
much more beautiful. Just try the easy 
JUELENE System 7 days and let your 
mirror prove results. Your money back if 
not delighted. See if JUELENE’S tendency 
to help your hair to become softer, silkier, 
more lustrous than it has been before—in 
just one short week helps your hair gain 
its normal beauty. Mail the coupon now. 


THRILLING RESULTS! 


Just mail the convenient introduc- 
tory coupon. Take advantage of this 
Fully Guaranteed Introductory Offer 
today, and know at last the happi- 
ness of possessing really lovelier, 
longer hair and be envied by so many. 
JUEL COMPANY, 4727 North Damen, Chicago 25, Ill. 


Mail This INTRODUCTORY COUPON! 


turn defeat into triumph.) ; 

The two years before I went into 
a chair were the worst ones. Fear of the 
future kept me _ shriveled up, psy- 
chologically speaking, and I wouldn’t 
mix with people or take any interest 
in anything. All I did was sit around 
and wallow in a quagmire of self-pity 
while my emotions sank lower and 
lower. I wouldn’t go anywhere or see 
anyone who came to the house. Tm 
very certain that I was nearly ready 
for an insane asylum. 

All of a sudden a letter came which 
changed my life. It was from a super- 
intendent of a home for crippled chil- 
dren. She had heard about me and 
knew the state of mind that I was in 
and she invited me to spend a week 
at the home. I was reluctant to go but 
my mother kept urging me and I finally 
accepted the invitation. 

I was still walking but with a good 
deal of difficulty and the long corridors 
at the home were too much for me to 
manage so my hostess put a wheel 
chair at my disposal when I arrived 
at the home. I didn’t feel spectacular 
using a chair because almost everyone 
there was using a chair or crutches. 
Without my realizing it at the time I 


was being psychologically conditioned - 


for the future. 

The thing that first impressed me 
about the home was not its physical 
aspect—the attractive brick buildings 
with open casement windows, the big 
solarium on top of the main build- 
ing, the beautifully landscaped grounds 
and the well equipped interiors of the 
buildings—but the spiritual atmosphere 
of the place. Everybody there seemed 
to be so gay and so anxious to help 
each other. Physical impairments were 
ignored as one patient on crutches 
would hang her crutches onto the cor- 
ner posts of a wheel chair and push 
the chair along toward the dining room. 
It seemed as though everybody forgot 
themselves and tried to serve others. 

I arrived at the home on Saturday 
and the next day was Easter. They 
had an impressive service in the audi- 
torium including a cantata. Every one 
of the singers was on crutches but 
each was beautifully groomed. I settled 
myself early in the auditorium and 
watched the people enter. The patients, 
ranging in age from five to eighteen, 
had all degrees of lameness. The largest 
number were on crutches with heavy 
iron braces on at least one leg and 
many had braces on both legs from 
the ankle to above the knee. There 


were a number in 
several in walkers. M 


a little girl of about six with her young } 
mother and daddy. She had blonde | 
ringlets and a tip-tilted nose. Her blu 


her parents there, kissing first one and | 
then the other. Her daddy held her | 
and she had braces on both legs. After | 
I watched her for awhile my eyes filled | 
with tears. I tried to hold them back | 
but the harder I tried the more they | 
came. When the program ended and | 
people started to rise I felt very con- | 
spicuous with tears streaming down | 
my cheeks and left the auditorium as | 
soon as possible. Right there that after- 
noon something wonderful happened | 
within my soul and_as the years have | 
passed I have realized it more and } 
more. ape 

I stayed at the home a week and 
during that week I saw a lot. Isaw how | 
the spiritual transcends the physical, | 
how mental attitudes are the most im- 
portant thing in life whether one is 
sick or well. When I came home I felt | 
as though my soul had been steeled 
for the future and I knew right then | 
that nothing could ever throw me | 
again. A shiny new wheel chair waited | 
in our hall and with a song in my heart | 
I got into it. oe!) 

All this happened nine years ago— |} 
nine good years that have taught me | 
the real values of life. Three years ago 
I met a young man who is today a de- } 
voted fiance and we plan to be married | 
in October. I often wonder if there is } 
anybody else on earth as happy as | 


I am! A 
rf , -4 i 
THE BEST HEIRLOOM 


Dear Papa David: ae 
The best heirloom to leave children 
is not a quilt of many colors, but a } 
colorful childhood. There was a large } 
family of us, eight boys, and four 
girls. My Dad always said, one ad-— 
vantage in having a big family is that 
there’s always a scout at home to send 
out in search of any who are missing. 

Dad was a farmer, so we had lots of 
range; though my Mother used to say 


was not a happy one. She had to w 
hard. There was never time for pla ia 
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“True Detective 


EVERY SUNDAY AFTERNOON 


MA | 
TUNE IN a 


Mysteries” 
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Pull up a chair and enjoy radio’s © 
most exciting half hour. . “True 
Detective Mysteries.” Actual crime 
cases taken from the files of True 
Detective magazine provide action- 
packed drama. Don’t miss it this 
Sunday afternoon... 
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S She always ‘said her. ehildren: ‘would 


_hever be fenced-in as she had been. 

We had our work to do, lots of it, 
but what I’m trying to say is, Mother 
and Dad made play and fun out of our 
work. The one that did his or her 
work the neatest and fastest without 
complaining, always got an extra spe- 
cial treat. (Any kind of treat those 
days was extra special.) 

My folks were homesteaders, and 
very poor people. Those were hard 
times. There were fourteen of us at 
the table every meal. I don’t see how 
Mother and Dad ever made it but there 
was always plenty to eat. God was al- 
ways with us. 

We had a _ baseball team. Eight 
brothers and Dad made nine. The Cran- 
ford ball team they were called and 
they would go many a mile to play 
ball, with team and wagon as there 
Were no cars those days. 

My brother Wren played the fiddle. 
He played for old time dances for 
miles around. In summer we went by 
team and wagon and winter, in a bob- 
sled. You could hear the sleighbells 
for miles on a still clear night. Dad and 
Mother were always along; we really 

_ had fun. 

One by one, we all got married and 
scattered hither and yon. 

In World War II Mother had nine- 
teen grandsons in service. I say Mother, 
because we lost our Dad at the age of 
ninety-three. Mother is now past 
ninety. She has sixty-three grand- 
children, fifty-nine great grandchil- 
dren and nineteen great, great, grand- 
children. The oldest and the young- 
est of us are still living. Brother 
Frank is seventy and Baby Grace is 
forty-two. 

We have a family get-together every 
two years. At our last gathering there 
were one hundred eighty-three for pic- 
nic lunch. There are nine of us chil- 
dren still living. We still love one an- 
other very dearly and often speak of 
our happy childhood. 

R. M. W. 


“PLL SEE YOU AGAIN” 


Dear Papa David: ; 

I had gone to a community dance 
one night not caring whether I went 
or not. I was dancing with an old 
friend and they were playing my favor- 
ite song “T’ll see you again” when some- 
one cut in, and I looked into the most 
handsome face I ever saw. All he said 
was, “Hi beautiful.” I felt I was 
dancing on feathers. Three weeks from 
then we were married, and the same 
day the attack on Pearl Harbor. I was 
Mrs. for just one week when my hus- 
band joined the armed forces and was 
gone. He asked me to sing our song 


- every night because he was certain 


he would see me again. After two years 
I never heard from him again. I re- 
eeived word from the war department 


_ that he was missing in action. 


I joined a troupe of entertainers that 
visited hospitals across the nation. One 
day we were at a certain hospital and 


JT had such a feeling something was 
going to happen. I kept hearing Henry 


say, “I will see you again, my darling.” 


I got up and started singing. Someone 


out in the crowd stood up, and started 
calling my name, and there he was. 


_ I learned later he had been a Jap pris- 
_ oner of war and had lost his memory. 


The Japs had taken all his identifica- 

tion. He said that the melody of that 

song stayed with him. 

You can’t tell us now that God 

esn’t work in mysterious ways. 
Pee i 


Is your daug 


ruined by Ach whe Coad? 


hters marriage bein 


A Mother’s Ignorance of These 


Intimate Physical Facts Often To Blame! 


Before your daughter marries—it’s 
your solemn duty to instruct. her on 
how important douching often is to 
intimate feminine cleanliness, health, 
charm and marriage happiness—how 
important it is to combat one of 
woman’s most serious deodorant 
problems. 

But First—make sure your own 
knowledge is just as up-to-date and 
scientific as it can be! And it will be 
if you tell her how important ZONITE 
is for the douche— 


No other type liquid antiseptic-germicide 
tested is SO POWERFUL yet SO HARMLESS 


Thanks to a world-famous Surgeon 
and a skilled Chemist who have given 
the world the remarkable ZONITE 
principle—wise women no longer use 
old-fashioned, weak or dangerous 
products for the douche. 

The ZONITE principle is truly a 
miracle! No other type liquid anti- 


Lonile 


feminine hygiene 


septic-germicide for the douche of all 
those tested is SO POWERFUL yet 
absolutely non-poisonous, non-trri- 
tating, non-burning. ZONITE positively 
contains no bichloride of mercury, 
phenol or creosote. You can use 
ZONITE as directed as often as needed 
without risk of injury. 


What Zonite Does — 


ZONITE’S powerful strength and safety 
to tissues make it of great worth for 
feminine hygiene. Ask your doctor. 

ZONITE actually destroys and 
removes odor-causing waste sub- 
stances. Helps guard against infection. 
It’s so powerfully effective no germs of 
any kind tested have ever been found 
that it will not kill on contact. You 
know it’s not always possible to con- 
tact all the germs in the tract. But 
YOU CAN BE SURE ZONITE kills every 
reachable germ and keeps them from 
multiplying. 

Buy ZONITE today. Any drugstore. 


FREE! NEW! 


For amazing enlightening NEW 
Booklet containing frank discussion 
of intimate physical facts, recently 
published — mail this coupon to 
Zonite Products, Dept. RM-27, 370 
Lexington Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 


Name 
Address. 
City 


~ State 


Miss America 
is Marilyn Buferd 
of Los Angeles 


Miss America uses FitcheShampoo. Your hair can be like Miss 
America's... velvety soft... sparkling with radiant highlights! Do as Miss 
America does .. . use Fitch's Saponified Cocoanut Oil Shampoo. Made 
from mild cocoanut and pure vegetable oils, this efficient shampoo does 
not “dry” the hair. Delightfully. fragrant, it “suds-up’' into a rich, billowy 
lather that completely removes all scalp odor. Fitch's Saponified Cocoanut 
Oil Shampoo contains its own patented rinsing agent, so only 
an ordinary water rinse is needed. No dull film remains. At 
drug or toilet goods counters .. . or have professional appli- 
cations at beauty shops. 
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A VEST POCKET SIZE RADIO! 


So small it will sli) in your pocket or purse! Actually smaller than a pack of king 
size cigarettes! eighs but 14th lb. complete ready to play—as shown with self 
contained earphone for personal use. No extra wires or special attachments required, 
Streamlined, attractive and durable black and silver plastic cases. Uses new preset 
‘‘erystal diode’’ rectifier same as used in Army-Navy ultra hi-frequency radar sets 
during the war. Has slide tuning dial for station selection. Since no tubes, batteries 
or electrical socket power ‘‘plug-ins’’ are ever required, the radio should operate 
for years with little or no upkeep expense, Usually receives local radio broadcasts 
simply by clipping self contained connection ‘‘snap’’ to metal of telephones. 
GUARANTEED TO WORK. itiscthea and usea according 

J / attached and used according 
to complete operating instructions sent with each radio. Can be used at home, in 
offices, hotels, cabin camps, in bed, after hours on farms or most anywhere in the 
United States or Canada. 


(currency, express or postal money order, 
bank dr. ) 


THE PIN WITH 
THE LASTING GRIP (< 


SMOOTH FINISH 
INSIDE AND OUT 
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The Best of Everything E 


(Continued from page 35) 


debut didn’t amaze David. He’d already 
been the recipient of remarkable gifts 
that welcomed his arrival in the world: 
cablegrams and letters from Moroc- 
co, Turkey, Spain, Argentina, Portugal, 
Brazil and Finland; and a recording of 
“Brahms’ Lullaby” made by Allan 
Jones especially for him; afid an ap- 
plication blank for Atwater Kent Au- 
ditions for young singers—sent by At- 
water himself and dated 1964! And 
that’s not all. Among the garden of 
flowers sent in his behalf, there were 
two dozen yellow daisies from Elsie 
the Cow! 
The home built by his parents during 
the time he was expected is a revo- 
lutionary one, even for Hollywood. Its 
tremendous bulk stands on a mountain 
top overlooking Beverly Hills and the 
Pacific Ocean, and it half-surrounds 
a swimming pool shaped like a clover- 
leaf . . . yet in spite of its size, it 
only has four rooms downstairs and 
three upstairs. However, each room 


Bet 


ere, 


, 


on. the lower floor becomes many in - 


use. 


OR instance, the entrance hall (the 
largest room in the house) is a com-: 
bination living room, music room and 
dining room. The dining part of it 
doesn’t exist at all except at meal- 
times. Then, before your astounded 
eyes, an eight-by-ten-foot coffee table 
rises electrically from the floor to din- 
ing table height. Maids set it rapidly, 
and in a flash guests are seated around 
a candle-lit, crystal-sparkling dining © 
table—which will vanish again like a 
magician’s trick when the meal is over. 
Hyatt designed this marvel, as he de- 
signed the whole house—the free-hang- 
ing stairway leading to the second 
floor, the library on one side of the 
entry hall and the cabana room on the 
other. The cabana room also becomes 
many rooms. Mainly it’s a playroom 
for the swimmers to lounge in between 
dives; but it also contains two dressing 
rooms for them to change in—and a 
fourteen-foot couch converts into twin 
beds in case of weekend guests! 
Upstairs, there is a small nursery for 
David, a small kitchen for his meal 
preparation; and an enormous glass- 
enclosed bedroom for Ginny and Hyatt. 
But Ginny has little time to spend 
at her new home in the day-time. She’s 
too busy with her five careers: radio 
star, on the Ginny Simms Program 
every Friday night over CBS. And 
movie star—she’s been in That’s Right, 
You’re Wrong; You'll Find Out; Play- 
mates; Here We Go Again; Seven Days 
Leave; Hit the Ice; Broadway Rhythm; 
Shady Lady and Night and Day. And 
farmer—she owns a 65-acre ranch in 
San Fernando Valley where her par- 
ents now live, raising oranges, 1,000 
chickens, and 20 cows. And recording 
artist—her records are best-sellers. 
And business woman. In this last 
role, she has offices at the Beverly 
Hills Hotel, so as to keep her public 
life completely removed from her home 
life. From th®€se offices, she runs the 
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on her radio show and then given a 
three-week contract with a night club, 
band, or radio station. 

Only a few weeks ago came Ginny’s 
greatest triumph: a cablegram inviting 


her to a command performance in Lon- 


don for their Majesties, the King and 
Queen of England. 

“But I can’t go,’ Ginny moans. “I 
have other commitments here!” 

However, if their Majesties don’t 
mind waiting a few months, Ginny may 
be within waving distance. She’s plan- 
ning to accept a Noel Coward offer, 
if hell wait until next Summer—when 
she’ll be off the American air for a 
spell. It will be a picture production 
of his play “Design for Living,” done 
with music. 

Meanwhile, she’s carrying out her 
half-dozen careers in smiling efficiency 
—and managing to indulge in her fa- 
vorite recreation on the side: window- 
shopping. This inevitably leads to her 
shopping behind the windows, and in- 
variably she comes back on the side- 
walk carrying a brand-new suit. She 
wears suits continually, and all kinds, 
from sports to fancy satin cocktail jobs. 
Her only dresses are bought to wear on 
her radio broadcasts—again to please 
the GI’s, who told her during the war 
how they liked best to see her dressed. 
“Feminine but simple,’ they ordered, 
and she followed their wishes. She has 
one mania well known to all her fans: 
she’s never seen without a tiny black 
linen handkerchief in her hand. 


wits Hyatt, you'll often find her in 
their pool, or bicycling around Bev- 
erly Hills, or golfing. She also plays a 
mean game of tennis. And to offset her 
exercise, she blithely eats whatever she 
chooses—and she usually chooses the 
same two things: Southern Fried 
Chicken and her mother’s special Texan 
pecan pie. What happens to her figure 
after storing away these rich items? 
Nothing! Her weight stays at 120 in 
spite of everything, and (as any man 
will tell you) that’s just right for her 
five-feet-six-inch figure! 


But everyone will tell you that every-- 


thing about Ginny is right. They ought 
to know—their opinions put her where 
she is today. And their opinions will 
keep her there! ° 


To Help. 
COURAGEOUS WOMEN 


A Statement about the YWCA 
By MARY MARGARET McBRIDE 


I saw in Europe a good many of the 
brave women who were in the Resist- 
ance and heard stories of their fan- 
tastic bravery. Some of them—perhaps 
all—now have an even bigger job of 
postwar rebuilding of human morale 
and welfare. They have appealed to 
the women of America to share with 
them the methods of child care and 
health training and vocational educa- 


tion and intelligent citizenship which 


we take for granted, training which 
women abroad have never had. I think 
we should all answer their appeal by 
our support of the Round-the-World 
YWCA Reconstruction Fund Cam- 


paign. 


“Held in a web of indifference... .’ 


Day after heartbreaking day I was 
held in an unyielding web ...a web 
spun by my husband’s indifference, 
I couldn’t reach him any more! Was 
the fault mine? Well...thinking you 
know about feminine hygiene, yet 


Oh, the joy of finding Tom’s love 
and close companionship once more! 
Believe me, I follow to the letter my 
doctor’s advice on feminine hygiene 
... always use “Lysol” for douch- 
ing. I wouldn’t be satisfied now with 


td 
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trusting to now-and-then care, can 
make all the difference in married 
happiness, as my doctor pointed out. 
He said never to run such careless 
risks... prescribed “Lysol” brand dis- 
infectant for douching—always. 


“But | broke through it!” | 


salt, soda or other homemade solu- 
tions! Not with “Lysol,” a proved 
germ-killer that cleanses so gently 
yet so thoroughly. It’s easy to use, 
too, and economical. The very best 
part is—“Lysol” really works! 


Many doctors recommend “LYSOL” for Feminine Hygiene...for 6 reasons 


Reason No. 5: DERENDABLE UNIFORMITY . . . Uniform in strength, 
“1 ysol’’ is made under continued laboratory control—is far more 
effective than homemade douching solutions. 


Note: Douche thoroughly with correct “Lysol” solution .. . 
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always! 


Brand Disinfectane 
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Yodora checks 
perspiration odor 


It’s New! Made with a face cream base. 


It’s Gentler! Yodora is actually sooth- 
ing to normal skins. 


It’s Effective! Gives lasting protection. 


Won’t Rot or Fade Fabrics. Better Fabrics 
Testing Bureau says so. 


No Irritating Salts. Can use right after 
under-arm shaving. 


Stays Soft and Creamy. Never gets grainy 
in jar. 

Economical. Tubes or jars, 10¢, 30¢, 60¢ 
You'll adore Yodora! Try it today! 
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PLENTY OF 
> EXTRA CASH 


AMAZING OPPORTUNITIES 


For WOMEN 


How would you like to turn your spare 
Mornings or evenings into cash? Later on, 
devote FULL TIME to this fascinating, big-pay 
work. If you’remarried—earn good money show- 
ing friends, neighbors glorious new Sheba Ann 


Frocks direct from Hollywood & New York. Bea 
proud, prosperousSheba Ann FashionCounsellor. 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED 

START EARNING MONEY RIGHT AWAY 

Getting orders for lovely Sheba Ann Originals 

is just like chatting with friends. It’s easy—dig- 

nified...and you come away with ready cash. 

MAKE MONEY VERY FIRST DAY 

We show you exactly how to go about earning 

BIG CASH BONUSES, too. We deliver & collect. 

Have Your Own Money. Start Now! 

t Send coupon NOW. We'll furnish FREE SAMPLE 

cat 5 OUTFIT. Then watch cash come your way. Actnowl 

ay SHEBA ANN FROCKS, Dept. K-18 
oh pez South Ais tins ect ap alasiza rex 
SHEBA ANN FROCKS, Dept. K-18 

407 South Austin Street, Dallas 2, Texas r] 
Please rush me FREE Sample Outfit and complete details on how 

Icanmakea big, steady income, get CASH BONUSES taking or- | 

ders for advanced style, top-quality, Sheba Ann Frocks. r 
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Anyone Can Make 
Mistakes 


(Continued from page 27) 


he must have been all of fifty. But I 
don’t remember being so rude to the 
children my own age.” 

“Well, I’m relieved that you’ve no- 
ticed it!” Fanny Barbour put away 
her unfinished afghan firmly. “I didn’t 
want to say anything, Claudia, but 
the way she’s been treating Hank and 
Pinky and Margaret lately—” 

Cliff stretched his long legs out to 
the fire and exhaled a comfortable 
sigh. “My, I’m glad I’m over the get- 
ting-experience age. Its the only 
pleasant thing about being older—you 
no longer have to learn things the 
hard, adolescent way. I’ve had my 
experiences and I can profit by them 
. . . and don’t raise your eyebrows 
that way, Dad.” 

“T was just going to say that I wasn’t 
aware that age was any proof against—” 


HATEVER Father Barbour might 

have been going to say was lost in 
the banging open of the door. A draft 
of cold air blew in and in its wake 
came Teddy and Paul. 

“Hi, everybody!” Paul’s cheeks were 
ruddy from the cold and tiny beads of 
moisture sparkled in Teddy’s hair. The 
group around the fire made room for 
two more chairs and Cliff unceremoni- 
ously yanked Teddy down into one of 
them. 

“Oof! Pay some consideration to 
my poor, tired muscles, running up 
and down that hospital corridor all 
day,” she groaned. Then she leaned 
back and relaxed. “Oh, this is good! 
—the fire and all. Ive been feeling 
restless all day, sort of let-down after 
the holidays, I guess. Or maybe it’s 
because I’ve been wondering all day 
about your surprise, Cliff. I think it’s 
mean of you to hint like that and then 
leave me to guess.” 

“A surprise?” Voices chimed in from 
all over the circle. 

Cliff grinned. “Hah! ... I’ve got you 
all excited now. I’ve been waiting for 
Paul and Teddy to come home before 
I sprang—sprung—it on you.” He 
paused for a minute and spun out the 
wait with dramatic effect. “How would 
you all like to get away for a weekend, 
up in the mountains? Hawk’s Nest 
Lodge, up in the High Sierras, and all 
ours for three’ whole days, Friday, 
Saturday and Sunday—” 

“A mountain lodge—Cliff, tell us—” 

“Hey, wait, all of you. Let me ex- 
plain.” But Cliff didn’t mind the ex- 
citement—he was excited, too. “A man 
I know in business—a Mr. Allenby— 
offered me the use of his lodge. Asked 
me if I wouldn’t like to use it—at no 
cost to us—just like that. I was 
bowled over. He must have heard me 
grousing about being in the January 
doldrums and out of the goodness of 
his heart he said he thought our whole 
family might enjoy such a weekend, 
especially since his lodge wasn’t being 
used at all these past. two months.” 

“What a nice person he must be!” 
Teddy spoke for all of them. 

Cliff puckered his forehead. “I 
never knew him well, but I must say 
he certainly has behaved like a friend. 
Well—what do you all think?” 

“Oh—could we, do you think, Father 
Barbour?” 

“Well, this is a most extraordinary 
offer! A man you hardly know, Cliff, 
offering a horde of total strangers the 
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Darn TO PAD BUTTON HOLE 
Stockmgs, Mend Tears, Attach 


Zippers and Sew On Buttons, too! 
Once dreaded by every woman, now 
button hole making becomes as easy 
as basting ahem with thissensational 
new invention! You'll get twice as 
neat results in half the time, too! 
Fits any sewing machine... attaches 
in a moment. Simple to operate. 
Comescomplete with hoop for darn- 
ing stockings, a button hole guide : 
and easy directions in picture. Test at our risk now 
and realize a new thrill in sewing. 
FREE NEEDLE THREADER. Asa gift for prompt 
action, you wall receive with your order the marvelous 
time-saving, eye-saving needle threader. Don’t wait 
but send your name today. 
SEND NO MONEY — ORDER NOW. Just send 
you name and when you receive your new improved 
itton hole attachment and gift needle threader, de- 
posit only $1.00 plus C.O.D. charges thru postman. 
o this on the guarantee that if you aren’t delighted in 
every way, you may return purchase for full refund. 
Or send cash with order, we pay postage. Special . . . 
3 for $2.50 NOW .. . Mail your name and address to 


LONDON SPECIALTIES, Dept. 5-B7, 8505 S. Phillips, Chicago 17, IIL, 


BOYS—GIRLS—LADIES 
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If You Can Read English — 


You can learn to play your favorite instrument _ 


Yes, if you follow our clear home study instructions — 
for only a half hour each day, you should soon be play- 
ing simple melodies. Easy as A-B-C! No tedious 
scales. You learn to play real tunes by note right from 
the start! Study any instrument you like for less Than, fk 
7c a day! If interested, send for Free Booklet and ~ 
Print and Picture sample. See how easy it is to learn , 
music at home without a teacher. EE 
Mention your favorite instrument. — FR 
U. S. School of Music, 3062 Brunswick 
Bldg., N. Y. 10, N. Y- BOOKLET 
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Daintiness is a fleeting thing! That's 
why fastidious women everywhere use 
Faultless Feminine Syringes . . . de- 
signed specifically for utmost conven- 
sence and effectiveness in personal 
hygienic care. Send for free booklet 
in plain envelope — “Importance of 
Intimate Feminine Care." Feminine 
Products Division, Dept. M-27, 

The Faultless Rubber Company 

Ashland, Ohio 
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eee’ CLIMBING CUCUMBER 
“Saves space, climbs pole, trellis, 
|] arbor or tree. Bears heavily . . - % 
| White, crisp. 12-18” long. % 


Qos 


snap beans. 


Y TOMATOES & 

|] “Speed King” (Burbank) First to 

ripen. Tomatoes Weigh 2-3 Ibs. ea. 
All 4 Packages Postpaid, Only 10c? 
3 lots, 25c. Order Now. Catalog Free. 


GOOD LUCK SEEDS 


PARADISE, PA. 


Write for infor- 


use of his probably luxurious cabin.” 
“and he means it, too,” Cliff added, 
with emphasis. “I thought at first it 


was one of those vague ‘you-must-. 


come-over-sometime’ gestures, but he 
‘insisted on giving me the keys and he 
drew a map for me—it’s only a two 
hour drive—and he says to go ahead 
and use any of the canned food there 
we need. We will have to take 
blankets, though, and some food. I 
thought we could start right after the 
youngsters get through school Friday. 
What do you think, Mom?” 

“It sounds very pleasant.” They 
could all see Mother Barbour turning 
over problems and advantages in her 
mind and fitting last-minute details in 
order. “I think we could all manage.” 

“Then it’s all decided?” Cliff looked 
around at their excited, enthusiastic 
faces. 

In the corner by the fireplace Hazel 
turned quietly to Fanny Barbour. 
“Well, Mother, I guess this means a 
little work—what food to bring— 
menus—and enough blankets—and a 
first-aid kit—” 

“.. and skis—and we'll have to 
round up hiking boots—” 


HERE was a lot of work to be done 

in the next two days, but there was 
no lack of willing hands in the Barbour 
family and the old, fine habit of co- 
operation made things move. Hardest 
of all to cope with were the children. 

All but Joan, of whom Claudia said 
drily, “I think this week she’s being 
Elaine the Lily Maid of Astolat.” 

Which was not quite correct. Yes- 
terday she had been Elaine. But today, 
and while she dreamily got out of 
the car to help Claudia and Nicholas 
stow away the last bundles—even when 
the cars were all finally under way and 
rolling along the countryside—Joan 
was in her own world where she was 
not a fourteen-year-old going on a 
holiday, but a sad Juliet, forced by her 
parents to leave behind her Romeo. 
At fourteen, the fact that Mr. Stanley 
Edwards was a slightly motheaten 
teacher . of high school English, 
stooped and thin and balding, didn’t 
bother Joan in the least. 

Accurately diagnosed—as her mother 
had done—Joan was a fourteen-year- 
old with a “crush” on her English 
teacher. 

“Oh, look—Nicky—no, don’t look! 
Keep your eyes on this road... 
did you ever see such beauty? 
snowy peaks—” Claudia leaned out 
of the car window, drinking in the 
pure, cold mountain air. “Can you see 
—ouch!—what in the world—?” 

“They are just my books, Claudia. 
You moved and the sharp edges caught 
you.” 

“Joan.” There was quiet despair in 
Claudia’s voice. “Do you mean you 
brought all those books with you to 
read? What are they—school books?” 

The pretty, dark-haired girl squirmed 
on the car seat. “Not exactly. Mr. 
Edwards—” and her parents heard the 
tiny sigh of adoration that went with 
her beloved’s name—““Mr. Edwards 
gave me some supplementary reading 
in English literature because I am so 
interested.” 

Whatever Claudia might have said 
about the advisability of doing extra 
reading on a holiday like this was lost 
as the car took a final, precipitous 
curve and rolled to a stop on a small, 
flat, jutting plateau. 

“We're here!” 

“Dan and Hazel and the boys beat 
us!”—Teddy identified the other car 
pulled up in front of the rambling log 
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quick curls ? 


HAT girl doesn’t want quick curls 

these days! Especially when that 
favorite fella gives you a call at the last 
minute. With New Wildroot Hair Set you 
cansetthat favorite hair- 
do in less time. It’s abso- 
lutely tops for quick good 
grooming that’s so im- 
portant these days. New 
Wildroot Hair Set con- 
tains processed Lanolin. 
Leaves any textureofhair 
soft,natural-looking, and 
at its lovely best. Re- 
places old-fashioned 
thick gummy wave sets. 
Lightbodied. Faster dry- 
ing. Lets you style your 
favorite hair-do at home 
quickly, without fuss or 
disappointment. 
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INTIMATE FACTS 


you should know about 
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Easier—Daintier—More Convenient 


Greaseless Suppository Gives 
Continuous Medication For Hours. 
‘Easy To Carry If Away From Home! 


Too many wives still live in much ig- 
norance about this higher type inti- 
mate feminine cleanliness. If only 
they’d learn about Zonitors—one of 
the most effective methods ever dis- 
covered and so widely used among 
highly intelligent and exacting 
women, ~ 


Zonitors are so much easier, daintier — 
and more convenient—so POWERFUL | 
yet ABSOLUTELY SAFE to delicate tissues. 


Positively Non-Irritating; Non-Smarting 


Zonitors are greaseless, stainless, 
snow-white vaginal suppositories. 
When inserted, they instantly begin 
to release their powerful germicidal 
properties and continue to do so for 
hours—assuring you hours of con= 
tinuous medication. Yet they are 
SAFE to the most delicate tissues. Posi- 
j tively non-burning,. non-irritating, 
nOn-poisonous. 


Leave No Tell-Tale Odor 


Zonitors actually destroy offending 
odor. Help guard against infection. 
They kill every germ they touch. You 
know it’s not always possible to con- 
tact all the germs in the tract. But 
YOU CAN BE SURE Zonitors immediately 
kill every reachable germ and keep 
them from multiplying. Buy at any 
drugstore. 
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FREE: Mail this coupon today for 
’ free booklet sent in plain wrap-, 
per. Reveals frank intimate facts. 
Zonitors, Dept. ZRM-27, 370 Lexing- 
ton Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. 


i. R Name 
i a Address 
City State 


house. She tumbled out of the car 
with Nicky and Skipper following. 
But Claudia put a restraining hand on 


-Joan’s arm as the girl prepared to fol- 
Hank and Pinky 


low. “Joan, dear. 
are building a snowman over there. 
If they ask you to join them, remem- 
ber they are your cousins and don’t be 


rude.” : 
‘Ym sorry, Claudia.” A penitent 
flush stained Joan’s soft cheeks. “It’s 


just that they don’t realize—” 

“IT know you don’t mean to hurt 
them—all right, Nicky!—we’re com- 
ing—” and the two of them hurriedly 
climbed out of the car... only to be 
almost bowled over by a rush from an 
excited Margaret. 

“We're building a snowman, Joan! 
Skippy—if you throw that snowball, 
you know what will happen to you!” 

Skippy threw and the battle was on. 


[7 was pell-mell, helter-skelter, and 
no quarter given or asked. Even 
Claudia found herself grabbing hand- 
fuls of the crusty snow, crushing them 
into lop-sided balls and pelting Nicky 
and Dan... dodging their aim in re- 
turn as best she could for laughing 
so hard. Only the sedate arrival of 
the third car finally 
battle. 

“Oh!” Hazel clung helplessly to her 
husband, “Dan, you look like a snow- 
man, yourself! What must Mother and 
Father Barbour think of us, behaving 
like children? We should have had 
the fire going and the beds made up, 
instead of playing like this.” 

“Nonsense!” Mother Barbour had 
overheard. “Paul—hand me _ that 
basket from the back seat—Hazel, 
what makes you think you are too 
grown-up and dignified to be caught 
snow-fighting? As a matter of fact, I 
feel rather like tossing one myself.” 
And, fitting the action to her words, 
Fanny picked up a little pellet and 
wickedly flipped it at Henry. 

Over on their left as they reached the 
porch, the sun sent lingering shafts of 
filtered light down icy peaks and 
slopes of winter pine, but darkening 
shadows in the hollows were proof that 
the afternoon was nearly gone. Here 
on the plateau it was still light. The 
lodge, half in sunshine and half in 
shadow, looked inviting—like a Hansel- 
and-Gretel painting—from its weather- 
vane on the peaked ridge-pole to the 
heavy log sides and stone-buttressed 
walls and wide, redwood porch. 

There was a tiny wisp of smoke com- 
ing from the chimney. 

“Look 


there.” With a slight gesture Mother 


| Barbour stopped them all on the 
porch. “Let me count noses. Hazel, 
-Dan—Claudia—Nicky—the boys over 
there—” 

“Joan!” With a desperate sigh, 
Claudia pushed open the door. ‘Look, 
Mother Barbour—there’s your fire- 
builder. On a day like this!—when 


everyone else is out having fun—she 
sits and reads books!” 

A short time later big logs blazed 
in the fireplace; the hearth had been 
brushed; the lodge’s main room was 
swept and couch pillows shaken and 
brushed; the boys’ skis had been 
stacked neatly in the corner. Mantel 
and windows were garnished with the 
berry-laden boughs Hazel had gath- 
ered. Oil lamps were cleaned and 
trimmed and lit; gaily-colored picnic 
dishes were on the long trestle-table 
and the call came for supper. 

.“Come and get it, as we Westerners 
say when we're out roughing it!” Dan 
led the way. 
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Bitter winds...snow, slush... 
stuffy, overheated houses ...no 
wonder winter usually spells 
a-g-o-n-y for the asthmatic who 
has not yet tried Dr. R. Schiff- 
mann’s ASTHMADOR! Take 
pity on the poor sufferer...tell 
him how ASTHMADOR’S rich, 
aromatic fumes cut right 
through congestion, let in life- 
giving air, help reduce the se- 
verity of the attack. Tell him 
to ignite ASTHMADOR powder 
when he’s too stuffed up to 
sleep, or smoke an ASTHMA- 
DOR cigarette anytime, any- 
where. No costly sprays to buy 
=nothing to take internally — 
just welcome relief the time- 
tested ASTHMADOR way. The 
leading inhalant—sold under 
a money-back guarantee. 
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INSTANTLY RELIEVE PAIN! 


At the first sign of sore toes from tight shoes, use 
Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads and yow’ 
they develop! If you 
have corns, these sooth- 
ing pads will give you 
instant relief. Separate 
Medications included 
for removing corns. 
Cost but a trifle. Geta 
box today! 
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In Your Own Business! 


No investment necessary! You need no 1 
previous experience! We furnish mate- | — 
rials. All you have to do is handle orders 
for us—on your own time! — : 

Represent us in your community. Help 
your friends and neighbors by handling 
their magazine subscription orders for 
them. Write today without delay and let 
us tell you how easy it is. Address: — 


Macfadden Publications, Inc., Dept. RM 2-47, | 
205 E. 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. vf | 
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« -- Miles Nervine is 
wonderful! Try it when 
you feel a nervous head- 

~ ache coming on. It may 
save you hours of need- 
less distress. Try it also 
when you are cranky, 
restless and can’t sleep. | 
It helps relieve nervous 
tension, helps you calm 
down—permits refreshing sleep, CAUTION 
—Take only asdirected. Miles Nervine Liquid 
25c and $1.00; Effervescent tablets 35c and 
75c at any drug store. Miles Laboratories, 
Inc., Elkhart, Indiana. 


So Naturally That It Defies Detection 


New scientific discovery called ‘“LASTONE” 
—different from any product on the market 
today—now enables anyone easily and simply 
—in privacy of home—to banish all traces of 
gray, faded, discolored, streaked hair, now you 
can achieve glorious, lustrous hair color- 
_ ing SAFELY—without coarsening or harming 
hair. No matter what your natural hair shade, 
_ here’s an entirely new method that actually 
benefits your hair, giving you warm, natural 
_ coloring, with gleaming highlights. With 
_ LASTONE-thereis no artificial dead-looking 
_ hair color. Can be used at home by yourself 
_ without previous experience or special skill. 
_ Works gradually—no shock of sudden over- 
night change. Containing an exclusive combi- 
' mation of ingredients, LASTONE is covered 
by U. S. Patent No. 2163043. 


Completely SAFE—Too! 


LASTONE is thoroughly safe—requires no 
_ patch test. Approved by leading toxicologist. 
- Contains no dangerous harsh chemicals. Can 
be used before or after permanent wave and 
__ shampoo. Can be used for complete treatment, 
_ for beautifying tint or for a quick touch-up. 


Send for FREE BOOK! 


Send coupon today for copy of free booklet 
telling the complete story of the remarkable 
_ discovery — “LASTONE” — and 

giving full details of special No- ‘ 

_ Risk Trial Offer. It will be ‘ 
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——— — — — — : 


; | GOROLIN CORP., ROOM 500 Sasa 
_ , 400N. Michigan Ave,, Chicago 11, Ill. “ 
I _, Without obligation, please send me FRE 
.| booklet about “LASTONE 
1 your No-Risk Trial Offer. 


weececeececeweeceoeweweeoe we eee eco eo eee. 


i 
l 
”—and details of | 
| 
| 


“T would hardly call this bountiful 
repast ‘roughing it,” Nicky com- 
mented, holding out Mother Barbour’s 
chair. “I remember reading my Mark 
Twain in England and wondering what 
in the world hardtack-and-beans 
tasted like. I thought I might be find- 
ing out today, but not from the looks 
of this loaded table.” 

“Tf you really insist,’ Jack threat- 
ened, “I think we could possibly find 
some hardtack for you.’ But Nicky 
declined in favor of the supper in front 
of him and he and the rest did full 
justice to hot casserole, sausages, salad, 
biscuits and cocoa, pudding and cake. 

Barely had they finished, when Hank 
and Pinky were begging permission 
to return to their construction job out- 
side on their snowman. 

“Run out and help them, Joan,” 
Nicky urged her, in his quiet voice. 
But his hand on her arm was firm. 
“T don’t think it would be wise for you 
to sit indoors all weekend and you’ve 
done enough reading for the evening.” 

Reluctantly Joan drew on mittens 
and jacket and went outdoors. It was 
seldom that Nicky exerted his 
authority with her but when he did 
there was no question of disobedience. 

“Ai, Joanhie—” the four hooded and 
jacketed figures turned eagerly toward 
her as she came out on the porch. 
They were’ shapeless, silhouetted 
against the strong light of the lamps— 
almost as shapeless as the button-eyed, 
derby-hatted snow man they were 
pounding and patting, and their breaths 
were steamy in the cold air. ‘Your 
hands aren’t wet like mine—help me 
to make his nose. I can’t get the shape 
right.” Margaret seized on her help. 


OAN’s indifference as she patted the 

fat, moon-like face was evident to the 
boys. Now~they vaguely felt that 
something was wrong, but they couldn’t 
quite put their mental fingers on it. 
In their language, Joan was acting 
“dopey.” 

“Not like that! Whattya want him 
to look like—like—” and then an un- 
conscious imp in Pinky, with the most 
innocent intentions in the world, 
prompted him to say—“like that sour- 
puss Mr. Edwards in school?” 

He was completely unprepared for 
the tornado he had unloosed. Joan 
whirled on him. “Don’t you dare call 
Mr. Edwards a sourpuss! You’re just 
a—a fourteen-year-old kid! You don’t 
appreciate a fine, sensitive nature like 
his, having to ‘teach school when he 
knows more about Shakespeare and 
sonnets and stuff like that than any- 
one else in the world. Den’t you 
dare—!” 

“Hey!—what did I say? I didn’t 
mean—why, everyone calls teachers 
sourpusses; nobody means anything. 
Besides, the way he keeps his nose in 
the air like he had just smelled some- 
thing bad—” 

Hank butted in. He and Pinky were 
twins and Joan’s remark about their 
being only fourteen had stung. “And 
look who’s calling who a kid! You 


aren’t so old yourself, Joan. And— 
watch out—! ... you're knocking his 
head off!” 

It was too late. Joan’s angry, 


theatrical gesture had decapitated the 
snowman and the round head and 
derby thumped to the ground. 

“Now see what you’ve done!” wailed 
Margaret. 

“Well, don’t cry. Vl put it together 
again.” Joan hastily scooped up the 
armful of hard-packed snow and set 
it firmly again on the rest of the body. 


; | “There—it’s hardly dented!” 
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Priceless secrets by Dr. E. Bowers, well known authority on 
beauty and personality. This full 
size book shows you how to easily 
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beautify hair, speak charmingly, 
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other yaluable secrets. Pub- 
lished at $1.98. Now yours 
FREE with your order for a 
“SLEND -R- FORM’ Girdle 
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ASEPTIC EDS Sint coat o/asatusorcietsters|alcteva’siataih als) pileis Wein rattan ie ere I 
Pecinyge ZONE oan adie. STATH 0 oa ano | 
I O Check here if you wish to save postage bv enclosing 
$2.98 with this coupon. Same Money Back Guarantee. | 
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Chest Cold Misery 
Relieved by 


Moist Heat of 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE 


SIMPLE The moist heat of an 
CHEST corn ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul- 
SORE THEO tice relieves cough, 
BRONCHI TION tightness of chest, mus- 

IRRITA cle soreness due to chest 
SIMPLE cold, bronchial irritation 
SPRAIN, BRUISE and simple sore throat. 
soe museis Apply ANTIPHLOGISTINE 


poultice just hot enough 
to be comfortable—then feel the moist 
heat go right to work on that cough, 
tightness of chest, muscle soreness. 
Does good, feels good for several hours. 
The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
poultice also reduces swelling and relieves pain 
due to a boil, simple sprain, bruise, or similar 
injury or condition and limbers up stiff, aching 
muscles. Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty Flo) 
im tube or can at your drug store NOW. 
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SUING DIAMOND 


BRIDAL SET 
$14.95 14Kt. Solid Gold 


Fed. Tax Included 
Sold Separately Also 


14K Genuine Diamond Engage- 
ment Ring. Tax included... .$7.95 


{4K Matching Gold, 3 Diamond: 
Wedding Band $7.95 


An unbelievable value! Two beautiful rings. A genuine dia- 
mond engagement ring, a three-diamond matching wedding 
band, both 14K. Gold. Sold separately or as a bridal set. 
Wedding Band $7.95; Engagement Ring $7.95; both for 
$14.95. Prices include Federal Taxes. Send money order; 
we pay postage. Sent C.0.D. you pay postman on arrival 
plus postage. We pay All Taxes. One week money back 


guarantee. 
Dept. LH-I, If W. 42 St. 


M & L Ring Co. New York 18, N. Y. 


DON'T LET THOSE “DIFFICULT 
DAYS” COME BETWEEN YOU 


Maybe it was his fault—that quarrel. Maybe. 
But next time take care! Don’t let those 
Monthly Blues make you nervous and irri- 
table! Instead—for nervous tension, periodic 
cramps and headache — help get usually 
grand relief with these improved Chi-Ches- 
Ters Pills! 50¢, or large economy boxes at 


your druggist. Today, get Chi-Ches-Ters 
Pills, and take only as directed. 


The Improved CHI-CHES-TERS PILLS 


For relief from “periodic functional distress” 


FREE—New illustrated booklet of intimate 
facts every woman should know. Mailed in 
plain wrapper. Write today! Chichester 
Chemical Company, Dept. O-2, Philadelphia 
46, Pennsylvania. 


The *others didn’t answer. With a 
quick poy that would have 
amazedl their elders, Hank and Pinky 
saw that Margaret was close to tears. 
Making “a solid phalanx they turned 
their backs on Joan. Even Skippy, 
who had been unconcernedly making 
buttons down the front of the snow- 
man’s shirt all this while and seeming 
to pay little or no attention to the 
rumpus, turned his back on her. Over 
his shoulder he scowled. “Go ’way!” 
he ordered. 

Joan wanted to cry and she was 
angry at herself and at the boys and 
Margaret for making her want to cry. 
What would Mr. Edwards think if he 
saw her becoming so upset over such a 
childish mishap? And thinking of her 
idol once more, Joan sniffed and threw 
her shoulders back. She wouldn’t cry. 
She wouldn’t apologize. She couldn’t 
be expected to play with children— 
not any more. 

No questions were asked as she slid 
into a corner near Mother Barbour’s 
chair near the fire. And even when the 
boys and Margaret and Skippy came 
in and studiously, politely, frigidly 
ignored her, the adults refrained from 
any remarks. It was obvious that 
something had happened, but the Bar- 
bours had learned long ago that there 
was a time and a place for question- 
ing—and there was a time and a place 
for pretending not to see. 

“It should be ghost stories tonight, 
with that wind beginning to howl out- 
side,” Hazel suggested. 


T should be bedtime—early—for 

some young people I know—” Mother 
Barbour put in. 

“Oh, please, Grandmother Barbour—” 
Margaret begged—‘let us stay up 
for a while. Let’s all sing something. 
Uncle Jack, please sing for us.” 

So Jack warmed them up with a 
spirited rendition of “When It’s Spring- 
time in the Rockies” and one by one 
they came in on the chorus. With this 
start they went into “Jingle Bells.” 
Skippy had brought his favorite mouth- 
organ and gave them all the pitch and 
away they went—so many evenings 
had they spent together in this way 
that their voices blended into the whole 
without effort or fault. 

“... floats through the air—” 

“...... With the greatest of ease—” 

the daring young man 
on the flying trapeze!” Paul and Dan 
came through in fine, ringing style, 
and were roundly applauded while the 
song still went-on “..... and my 
love he has carried away! Trala!” 

With a flourish in the grand style, 
Father Barbour brought the concert to 
a close. “Bedtime!” he announced. 
“Scamper, Hank and Pinky—or you'll 
be missing a good many hours of beau- 
tiful daylight in the morning.” 

Joan’s dreams were troubled. 
Through them walked the tall, slender, 
stooping figure of Mr. Edwards, peer- 
ing at her in his near-sighted way and 
smiling his frosty smile. She was 
Elaine, the Lily Maid—no, she was 
Guinevere—no, she was Helen of Troy 
and her Grecian gown clung to her 
feet as she approached him . . . She 
woke with a start. It took a second to 
realize where she was and that the 
snow in her dreams was actually the 
cold wind blowing in on her neck 
through the open window. 

It was not a good start for the 
morning, and the cheerful bustle 
around the kitchen stove and the 
preparations for breakfast did nothing 
to lighten her spirits. There was a 
funny lump in her throat when she 


She Got A00"] 
for_a Half Dollar 


Jwill pay CASH for 
OLD COINS, BILLS and — 


POST YOURSELF! It pays! 


Lee $400.00 to Mrs. Dowty 
” Texas, for one Half Dollars; 
J.D. Martin of Virginia$200.00 J 
for a single Copper Cent. Mr. Ys we, : 
Manning of eee » $2,000.00 for » | 
oneSilverDollar. Mrs.G.F dams, Ohio, 
received $740.00 for a few old coins. I will pay big prices 
for all kinds of old coins, medals, bills and Tae] 
i WILL PAY $100.00 FOR A DIME! j 
ee S. Mints $50.00 for 1913 Liberty Head Nickel um as Ab 
d hundreds of other amazing Siarther Tor coins. Send 
godine Illustrated Goin oldies an particulars. It 
mean much profit to you. 


B MAX MEHL, 357 Mehi Bldg FORT WORTH, TEXAS 
(Largest Rare Coin Establishment in U. sd 


fligh School Course i 


Sel Ui-al Many Finish in 2 Years 


Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi- 
dent School work—prepares for college entrance exams. 

H. 8. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credits for H. S. subjects 
completed. Single subjects if desired. Aak for Free Bulletin. 


American School, Dpt.H 292, Drexel at 58th,Chicago 37 
WRITE 


ror FREE OUTFIT 


Women go wild about “‘Porm-Tailored’? 
Lingerie—new, glamorous styling, new 
kind of fitting, high quality workman- 
ship. Low prices bring quick orders. 
Also fine hosiery, girdles and under- 
Wear for the whole family, If you ae = 
money, full or spare time, write 

for complete, beautiful,” Tineteored 
ae Equipment — sent ABSOLUTELY 
RE! 


BE. 


WORLD'S STAR-MALLOCH 
Dept. A-39, Grand Rapids, Mich. \ 


DIRECT TO YOU 


ae otal noe Rockdale G95 
lonuments, Markers. Satis- 
faction or MONEY BACK. EASY 
Freight paid. Write for our Terms 
FREE Catalog and compare prices. . 
ROCKDALE MONUMENT Co. 


Dept. 905 JOLIET, ILLINOIS 


Easy to sell (=> 
stunning folders for Birthdays, Anni- {4 
versaries, etc. 15-card Assortment EZ 
sells31. Youmake good profit. Alsosell 
other Everyday card assortments, engraved 
Stationery $1 a box. Samples on. appro: S ; 
PROCESS CORPORATION, Dept. G- “15 SAmpLt ; 
Troy at 21st Street, CHICAGO 23, ILL. 
GET NO MONEY 


THIS FINE Sul TO PAY! 


=) BIG CASH EARNINGS, TOO! 


. Big news! This fine tailored suit yours without ut paying 
» one cent—and big cash earni too! It’s easy 
take a few orders. Earn up to $1! ie a gay and eet your 
‘a bonus. Dozens of ric! 


ving nam e, address, 
H age, aie for big Ste outfit ota ne pumyled and de- 
tails pienean ene Bante Suit andmoney-making plan 

—All Sent Free! Ni erience, SEN Oo M ‘YI 

W. Zz. GIBSON, inc.,S00 ‘S.Throop -» Dept. P635,Chicago 7,[ll.: 


Lovely solid sterling 
silver cushion shape 
set ring in your own 
Birthstone ator 
given for selling 4 
boxes RosebudSalve 
at 25ceachremitting 
the $1.00 tous. Send 
No Money. Order 
4 Rosebud Salve by onecent postcard. 
(Will mail ring and 4 salve now, if yousend $1.00 with order.) 


ROSEBUD PERFUME CO, Box 70, WOODSBORO, MARYLAND. 


IVORY 
WHITE 
FRUITS 


Write TODAY for your packet. Be first in your com- 

munity to grow these large, white, delicious, acid-free 
tomatoes. Send 10c¢ stamps or coin NOW for gen- 

erous planting of this unique vegetable: Do not GEES 
Supply limited. 

E. ANDREWS FREW, Sta. 198, PARADIS 


Size 8 x10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT PAPER “Yk 
- Same price for full length or 


“You Caz Make Your Own Gloves!”, by 
Hummel, teaches you how to make all 
kinds of men’s and women’s leather and 
fabric gloves—from preparation of skins 
to decoration of finished gloves. Fascinat- 
ing trade or hobby! $1.50. Fairchild Pub- 
lications, 8 E. 13 St., New York 3, N. Y. 


MORE MONEY for YOU zey 


SELL EVERYDAY CARDS< 

Earn extra cash selling stunning Everyday 14-\ 

card Assortments. Sell for $i—pay you up to b0c. , 
Other BIG VALUES: “‘Little Dear’’ Notes, Gift iS 

Wraps, Stationery, etc. Write for samples today. 


Cardinal Craftsmen, Dept. 
117 West Pearl Street, Cincinnati 1, Ohio 


330054 Herdic Skin? 
Qe 


In cosmetics, too, phy- 
Sicians know best. Ask 
your doctor about AR-EX 
Cosmetics. At leading 
drug stores. Write for 
FREE BOOKLET: “New 


) Facts on Skin Care.” cor SENSITIVE SKINS 
AR-EX COSMETICS,3INC., 1036-BH W. Van Buren St, Chicago 7. Ill 


CKACHES.“*ey" MOTHERHOOD 


Muscles are often Sas by 
motherhood and cause back- 
aches for years. Allcock’s Porous 
Plasters give prompt effective 
relief . - They support the 
muscles, bring heat to painful 
spot. 25c at druggists. 


ALLCOCK’S Porous Plasters 


AR-EX 


Learn Profitable Profession 
in QO days ee es 


THE College of veweaish Massage 
Dpt.759-B,100 E.Ohio St.,Chicago11 


FALSE TEETH 


KLUTCH holds them tighter 


“KLUTCH forms a comfort cushion; holds dental plates 


so much firmer and snugger that one can eat and talk with 
greater comfort and security; in many cases almost as 
well as with natural teeth. Klutch lessens the constant 
fear of a dropping, rocking, chafing plate. 25c and 50c at 
Gruggists. . . . If your druggist hasn’t it don’t waste 


- money on substitutes, but send us 10c a we will 


mail you a generous trial box. P. INC. 
KLUTCH CO., Box 4786-B ELMIRA, N. Y. 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


bust form, groups, landscapes, 
pet animals, etc., or enlarge- 
pee of any part of group : 
Picture. k 
Gueinal returned with your 3 for $1 25 | 


enlargement. 


SEND NO MONEY Just mail photo, 


negative Or EnaDshoe: £3 size) and receive your 
enlaree men’ fadeless, on beautiful 
doub enweleht por norieait quality paper. Pay 
Postman 57c plus postage—or send 59c with 

order and we bhet postage. Take advantage of this amazing offer now. 
‘Send your photos today. 


PROFESSIONAL ART STUDIOS 
2100 East Ohio Street Dept. 1557-B Chicago (11), UII. 


a LEARN ° 
AT HOME 
Design and make exclusive hats under per- 


sonal direction of one of America’s noted 

designers. Complete materials, blocks, 

etc., furnished. Every step illustrated. You 

make exclusive salable hats right from the start. Start a 

profitable business in spare time. Low cost, easy terms. 
UIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY 


225 North: Wabash Avenue, Dept. 192, Chieago 4, QI. 


Please send me your FREE illustrated catalog. 


— Print 
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saw .the way the others—Hank and 
Pinky and Margaret—continued to ig- 


nore her, but she clung stubbornly 
to her lofty position. They were just 
children, and they would have to 


realize she was grown-up. 

With the practiced efficiency. of 
many years, the women of the Barbour 
family had breakfast on the table and 
everyone fed in no time at all. The 
clamor died down and as soon as the 
last dish was dried, everyone was 
bundled up in warm clothes again and 
shooed outdoors. 

Even Joan yielded at last to the pull 
of crystal whiteness, sun-sparkled, out- 
doors. Perhaps she could find some 
mental stimulation if she followed one 
of the pathless openings in the forest 
of the lodge. 

Unnoticed by the others, Joan set off. 

Indeed, the others were much too 
busy to notice what any one person 
was doing. The short battle of the 
day before had given rise to plans on 
a real, full military scale and Hank and 
Pinky, aided by Jack, Cliff, Betty and 
Teddy were busy scooping up snow 
for their team’s fortifications, while 
Nicky and. Paul and Dan _ assisted 
Claudia and Betty and Hazel in erect- 
ing breastworks from their vantage 
point up a slight rise by the porch. 
This would be an epic struggle. 


[oxeate only postponed the prep- 
arations. It was buffet style and as 


_fast as one had eaten, he—or she— 


rushed back-to the battle arena. 

So it was small wonder that Joan’s 
absence went unnoticed. 

In the afternoon—the captains hav- 
ing declared themselves ready, the first 
shot was fired. ‘Good shot, Dan!— 
come and take us!” and from then on 
it was every man for himself. Father 
Barbour appointed himself referee, 
ruling on such fine points as the size 
and shape of regulation snowballs and 
the distance from which such must be 
thrown. But even he, finally, gave up 
as the battle became a wild melee. 

“Oh!—I don’t know when I’ve had 
such fun!” Hazel gasped from the 
snowbank where she had been pushed. 
“No—Cliff! No!—I’ve had my face 
washed five times already. I give up. I 
yield.” 

“Then I win!” panted Cliff. 

“Who wins? You?” and Teddy threw 
herself upon her own erstwhile cap- 
tain and tumbled him into the same 
snowbank, 

“Heey—it’s a draw! No—it isn’t— 
they’ve got our flag!” Margaret tore 
herself away from her uncle Nicholas’ 
grasp and raced after the victorious 
Hazel. “Get it, Hank!” 

“Okay!” But then Hank stopped 
short and a ludicrous expression of 
dismay spread across his face. “I can’t. 
It’s not fair. I’d have to tackle her— 
and you can’t tackle a lady!” 

Under cover of the general laughter 
and the lighthearted postmortems over 
who was the best shot and who had 
won and which side had conducted 
itself the best, Pinky drew Hank aside. 
His face wore an unusual soberness. 

“Say, Hank—have you seen Joan 
around anywhere? She isn’t in the 
house. She’s been gone all morning 
and all afternoon. I don’t like it—not 
that it’s any of my concern.” 

“Yeah—what do we care where Miss 
Smarty-Aleck is?” But Hank stayed 
beside Pinky and his face reflected the 
soberness, even the embarrassment of 
his twin. A struggle was going on in- 
side both of them. To himself, Hank 
admitted a growing uneasiness ‘but he 
didn’t like to admit it. Joan was 
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IF YOU NEED A LAXATIVE 
WHEN YOU HAVE A COLD— 


Don’t dose yourself with harsh, upsetting pur- 
gatives. Take Ex-Lax—the shoeolated laxative! 
It’s thoroughly effective, but kind and gentle. 


THE "HAPPY MEDIUM’ LAXATIVE 


10c and 25c at all drug stores 


WHIRLING SPRAY 


SYRINGE 


a ‘Women 
‘At DRUG COUNTERS THROUGHQUT THE WORLD. ft 


»Free Booklet—The Marvel Co.. 11 East St.,. New Haven, Ct, 


Equal To About 22 Yards 
Of 30-Inch Width Goods 
Bargain! 4 pounds ROrerous 
prints and solid colors. Excellent = 
quality. needy to use. None F&% 

pasted or sewn. Useful for quilts, INS 
pillow covers, patchwork aprons 
and skirts, rugs, children’s play 
clothes, shawls, etc. _Lovely, 

colorful assorted palm size cotton 
Dieces—some even larger. 


18 Piece Sewing Outfit and 20 Quilt Patterns Included With Order 


EELS (oO Pay postman only Be -98 and DOstaKe, 
or seni and we pay tis: te 
money back! You'll be delizht ctl Soha ee ae 


Great American Sales Co.,2226 Silverton Way, Dept. A-65,Chicage 16,11 


pocccccen ana eeee------------- 
Dennison, Dept.P-145, Framingham, Mass, 


FREE Please send me a whole day’s 
supply of Dennison Diaper Liners. 


yoo on es Bw es ws os a 


HEY, MOM! Don’t be a Diaper Drudge! 
Dennison Diaper Liners reduce unpleasant- 
ness in changing and washing my diapers. Just 
fold a Liner inside diaper next to my skin. 
When soiled, flush away. No hard scrubbing. 
Sanitary. Helps prevent diaper rash. Costs 
only a few cents a day. DELUXE: 180 for $1; 
CRADLE TIME & DOWNEESOFT: 180 for 69¢. 


Deunison 
DIAPER LINERS 


Wherever Baby Goods Are Sold 


WRIST WAT 
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GENUINE SWISS WATCHES 


Here they are! Two of the biggest BARGAINS in 
hard-to-get Genuine Imported Swiss Wrist 
Watches we know of. The ACE—Handsome; serv- 
iceable; expensive-looking case and dial; adjustable 
leather band, only $8.45. The SPEED KING— 
5-Jewel movement; good-looking and accurate; Lum- 
inous numerals; sweep second hand; Rich-looking 
case, adjustable leather band; only $13.45. Either 
watch sure to make a big hit. 

“Send No Money! Just send name and address and 
name of watch wanted. Pay postman C.O.D. plus 
postage and 10% Fed. Gov't. tax when watch arrives. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money back. Hurry. 
Order today while supply lasts. 


WORLD-WIDE DIAMOND Co. Dept.H-905 
2451 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Illinois 


GRAY HAIR 


AND LOOK IO YEARS YOUNGER 


@ Now, at home, you can quickly tint telltale gray to 
natural-appearing shades—from lightest blonde to dark- 
est black. Brownatone and a small brush does it—or your 
money back. Approved by thousands—Brownatone is 
guaranteed harmless when used as directed. No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a purely vege- 
table derivative with iron and copper salts added for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting —does not 
wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray ap- 
pears. Easy to prove on a test lock of your hair. 60c 
and $1.65 at druggists. Get BROWNATONE nov, or 


—Ser2ckfor FREE TEST BOTTLE 


The Kenton Pharmacal Co. 
282 Brownatone Bldg., Covington, Kentucky 
‘\ Without obligation, please send me, free and poste 
-\paid, Test Bottle of BROWNATONE and interesting 
’\ illustrated booklet. Check shade wanted: 
2 Blonde to Medium Brown ( Dark Brown to Black 


-on, Hank,” 


probably okay somewhere and she 
would just laugh at them for being 

ay if she knew they were worried. 
ti ; : 

“Did anyone see her leave, Pinky?” 

“No. But when I was over by those 
pines that go around the mountain, I 
saw tracks and her handkerchief’s in 
one of them.” 

Hank became truculent. ‘There’s 
nothing stopping us going the same 
way, is there? It’s a free country. We 
could just sort of stroll along there 
and if we meet Joan, we could just 
pretend we were going for a walk, too.” 

They waited for no further planning. 
They knew the rest of the family would 
be busy for a long time talking over the 
fine points of their snow game and 
beginning the slow, easy preparations 
for supper. They wouldn’t be missed 
for a while. Joan’s tracks were easy 
to follow. The two went swiftly 
through the trees—but continuing 
their pretense, even to each other, that 
it was the walk through the forest and 
not anxiety for her safety that 
prompted their speed. 

It was hard to say when panic first 
touched them. 


ERHAPS it was the absolute still- 

ness. No sound of snow crunching 
underfoot—except for their own— 
reached them. Perhaps it was the sun 
beginning to sink low in the West. Or 
perhaps it was a premonition of danger 
that touched them when they came to 
the huge pile of boulders and they saw 
that Joan’s footprints had stopped. 

Or when they saw the deep, yawning 
crevice cutting like a gash beside the 
boulders. 

“Hank—she must have come this 
way.” Pinky’s voice was shaken. ‘Can 
you see... down there?” 

His twin was peering down the sheer 
side of the -hole. 
stepped back. “No. Pinky, she must 
have crossed these boulders. She 
must have. We could do it and she 
can climb anything we can.” 

They looked at each other. Should 
they go back? Should they get help? 
But suppose it was just a false alarm 
and Joan had crossed the boulders and 
then found her way back by a different 
route. Wouldn’t she laugh at them or, 
maybe, act superior and say she was 
quite able to take care of herself? 
Besides, it was getting late and if they 
went back it would be dark by the time 
they brought help here again. Better 
to go on and take a look. 

They tried hard not to be aware of 
the steep precipice on their right as 
they clambered over the rocks. Once 
on, they found the going not too bad 
and the uneven surface gave them foot- 
holds. 

“Tt’s a good thing we’ve spent a lot 
of time on the ranch,’ Hank panted 
as they pulled themselves over the 
rocks. ‘“Look—Pinky—isn’t that little 
bush trampled over there?” 

Pinky examined it. “Sure. And 
there’s a footprint in that snow over 
there and—Hank! she did come this 
way! There’s .another and—look!— 
she bent that branch from that little 
tree getting down from that rock; 
The snow’s all brushed off it. Come 
Gingerly the two made 
their way across, sometimes losing the 
trail and having to go back and start 
all over again, but mostly their sharp 
eyes were learning to read the story 
that scuffed rock and pebbles kicked 
peg branches rubbed or broken had to 
ell. 

Then—suddenly—they were all the 
way over. In front of them the forest 
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DOCTORS WARN 
CONSTIPATED FOLKS 


IT IS SAID constipation 
causes many human 
discomforts—head- 
aches, lack of energy 
and mental dullness 
being but a few. BUT 
DON’T WORRY— 


For years a noted Ohio Doctor, Dr.F.M.  _- ; 


Edwards, successfully treated scores of 
patients for constipation with his famous 


Dr. Edwards’ Olive Tablets—now sold by - ae 


druggists everywhere. 

Olive Tablets, being purely vegetable, are 
wonderful! They not only gently, yet 
thoroughly cleanse the bowels but ALSO 
pep up lazy bile secretion to help digest 
fatty foods. Test their goodness TONIGHT 
without fail! 15¢, 30¢. Follow label direc- 
tions. All drugstores. 


] Self EVERYDAY GREETING CARDS 
» Easy to earn extra CASH. Show lovely Every- 


: fy day Greeting Cards for Birthdays, “‘Get-Well’’, 
FR ete. Assortment of 14 sells for only $1. Take or- 
CYIN Po ze). ders, make upto 100% rofit. 12 other 


SAMPLES 


on Approval 


PHILLIPS CARD COMPANY 
709 HUNT STREET - - NEWTON, MASS. 
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Sterling silver ladies ring in 
new lovely pattern, set with 
brilliant white stone, Given 
for selling 4 boxes Rosebud 
Salve at 25c éach, remitting 
the $1.00. Order 4 salve by 
Ic post card. You can sell 
thesalvein a fewhours.(Will 
mailring and 4 salve NOW if 
you send $1.00 with order.) 


ROSEBUD PEREUME CO., 
WOODSBORO, 
Box 40 MARYLAND. 


Hurting You? 
Here‘s Fast Relief! 


A few drops of QUTGRO in the crevice of the toe- 
nail bring blessed relief from tormenting pain of in- 
grown nail and so toughens the tender skin under- 
neath the nail that it resists the ingrowing nail. 
When clipped, the toenail should grow naturally, 
OUTGRO is available at all drug counters. 


Whitehall Pharmacal Company, New York 16,N- : 


NEW CHEMICAL MITT : 
Sensational! DRY Window Cleaner! Uses © no water,no 
messy liquids. Chemically Treated. Sunn yeuce over win= 
g dows; leaves glass sparkling clear. No heating water, 00 
ae Nee. buckets 10 carry jo rags) powderssispongess cham=- 
is. No mess or muss. No red chapped hands. Dust, dir ‘ime, 
fog disappear like magic. Wonderful for auto wv 3, indishieldel 


SAMPLES FOR AGENTS 


send name at once. A penny postal will do. SEND NO rs 
just your name. KRISTEE CO,, 452Bar Street, AKRON, OHIO. 


TUFFENAIL 


Enhance and glorify the natural 
_ beauty of lovely nails .,. 


Hollywood’s own daily nail- 
care with easy-to-use appli 
tor. Nails stay lovelier longer 


with TUFFENAIL, 


25+] 


OUNTERS 


ABOUT LAZY BILE — 


bi, Lovelier Neath with a 


ALMOST INCREDIBLE NEW 


scientifically compounded treatment for 


_ TING works while it 
helps hide them! 


You simply apply TING to 
pimples, let it dry—and whisk 
off excess powder. TING is both 
fungicidal and germicidal — 
really works wonders for ex- 
ternally caused pimples. Even 
if other products have failed, 


ask your druggist for new TING ANTISEPTIC 
antiseptic medicated cream. MEDICATED 
Stainless, greaseless. Only 50c. CREAM 


with aptitude. Thrilling pastime. National method 
brings out life-like colors. Free booklet. 

NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 
1315 S. Michigan, Dept. 1382, Chicago 5 


BE A DETECTIVE 


WORK HOME at TRAVEL. Experience wee 
sary. DETECT Particulars Free. 


em Work COLORING PHOTOS 
g wi 


7 Fascinating vocation learned at home by those 
LP Ue 


EASY TO LEARN 


GEORGE. 0. WAGNER, 125 West B6th St.,N. V- 
YOU MAKE $25 [isa | 


1947 
SUNSHINE 
CARDS 


Aaya 
SUNSHINE ART STUDIOS, pene MA-2 
]} 215 Fulton St. New York 8, N. Y. 


From Your Cough 


or nate oe 


rt Corner Your Fictures-ai 


Keep them safe-enjoy them always 


Engel Art Corners are neat, easy 
to use for mounting prints, cards, 
stamps,etc. Sixstylesandcolors. ff 
New Poc-kets permit filing nega- |e 

tives in back of prints. At photo mm 
supply andalbum countersorsend § 
10c for pkg. of 100 andfreesamples 


Engel Art Corners Mfg.Co 


Dept. 60P, 4711 N. Clark Chicago40 


Honey & Tar 
Cough Compound 
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Made from 
Any Photo 
or Picture! 
SEND NO 
MONEY! 


ae SEND NO MON MONEY! ree pore wit 
for ring size. eavines pose ont 1.00 pina} estas. 
ey back rantaes Send Phere mal ring pice ce OW. 


guaran 
icture Ring Co., Dept. H-31, Cincinnati 2,0. 


SHORTHAND in 


Weeks at Home 


Famous Speedwriting system. No signs or 
symbols; uses ABC’s. Easy to learn, easy 
to write and transcribe. Fast preparation for a job. Sur- 
prisingly low cost. 100,000 taught by mail. Used in 
leading offices and Civil Service. Write for free booklet. 


Speedwriting, Dept. 602-7, 55 W. 42 St., N. Y. 18 


YOU CAN LEARN TO 


BEANARTIST 


START DRAWING AT HOME IN 
YOUR SPARE TIME—Trained Artists 
are_ capable of earning $50, $60, 
$75 a week! 

Our practical home study pxatoine 
makes it fun to learn COMM 


‘or aa & Profit.’ STATE 
AGE. VETERANS! 
for training eae “G.L’ 

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART 
Studio 862-H, 1115 15th St., N.W. 
\ Washington 5, D. Cc. 
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stretched on again, white and un- 
trammeled. 

The letdown was almost too much for 
them. Whatever they had expected to 
see—Joan wandering through the 
woods—her green cap bobbing in front 
of them—it was not this. This nothing- 
ness. 

“We'd better go back, Pinky.” 
Hank’s voice was embarrassed. ‘“She 
probably never crossed those boulders 
at all. We probably just imagined we 
saw those signs. Maybe she stopped at 
the foot of the rocks and re-traced her 
steps and then branched off somewhere 
else and went home.” 

“Yeah—I’ll bet she’s sitting in front 
of the fire reading, right now.” Pinky 
didn’t look at his twin. It was he who 
had started them on this wild-goose 
chase. Slowly the two turned their 
backs and hesitatingly, awkwardly, 
they began their return journey. 

It was then they heard it. It was so 
faint that it seemed to them afterwards 
pure accident they heard it at all. A 
cry—a tiny sound— 

The call came again—stronger this 
time. 

Both boys let out the air in their 
lungs in one huge yell and then they 
plunged helter-skelter down the last 
rock and into the snow. “We’re com- 
ing, Joan! It’s us! It’s Hank—Pinky— 
hold on!” 


Paey found her huddled beside a log 
where she had fallen—the same log 
she had walked along from the pile 
of rocks. That was why there were 
no footprints in the snow. 

“Hank—Pinky!” she was almost cry- 
ing. Her face was white and drawn 
with pain, but she tried to smile at 
them and there was no trace of con- 
descending left in her face—she was a 
badly-frightened little girl. 

“Oh—I’m so glad to see you! Are 
the others coming? I thought no one 
would know where I had gone and I 
would have to stay here and freeze— 
is Mother worried?” 

“Naw—” Hank answered her gruffly, 
to hide his emotion. ‘“They’re still 
playing games. Pinky and me just 
happened to be passing by this way and 
we heard you calling—” his voice trailed 
(0) 

“Where does it hurt, Joan?” Pinky 
rushed in to forestall any sentimental 
gratitude. : 

“My ankle. I can’t walk. I think I 
twisted it or something.” 

Not another word was spoken about 
the rescue. At their age, actions speak 
louder than words and gratitude was 
something not to be said aloud. The 
delicate balance between the outward 
front and the inner feelings was too 
highly prized to be broken. 

While they figured out ways and 
means of re-crossing the boulders; 
while they arranged their hands and 
wrists in a “preacher’s seat” to carry 
her, she told them what had happened. 
She had been dreaming along, hardly 
conscious of where she was going, when 
she had slipped on the log, and fallen 
we her foot crumpled up underneath 

er 

“You probably sprained it, dopey,” 
Pinky told her as they started off over 
the rocks. 

‘This part was slow and long and 
tortuous. There was little sunlight left 
and all three of them felt a deep, fran- 
tic anxiety to get over the difficult 
rocks before they lost the daylight 
entirely. Nothing was said—only their 
fears communicated themselves to 
each other—and Joan kept herself 
tensely still so as not to disturb them, 
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A Style M-111 — Men’s 
“Viking”? Ring—l0 K. Gold 
Top and massive Solid 
Sterling Silver mounting 
stamped in ring. 


\! Wiz, 


A Style M-129 — Men’s 
Ring—! Karat Size — spar- 
kling replica diamond— 
Sterling Silver mounting. 


ZS 
A Style M-126 — Men’s 
Ring. Extra large heavy 


Sterling Silver mounting. 


Egyptian Head with snakes 
on each side. 2 
white stones. 
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sparkling 


A Style M-125 — Ladies’ 
Dinner Ring. Sterling Sil- 
ver mounting with large 
Square cut stone surrounded 
with 26 white stones. Cen- 
ter stone comes in various 
colors. 


GUARANTEE! 


Examine ring. If not en- 
tirely pleased return same 
day and get money back. 


Send all orders to 
SIMMONS CO. 
Home of Fine Jewelry 
30 Church St. Dept.M-51 
New York 7, N. Y. 
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A Style M-104 — Ladies’ 
Dinner Ring—stones set in 
Solid Sterling Silver — very 
rare with so many stones. 


A Style M-130 — Men's 
Ring — unusual design. & 
large stone with 6 small side 
stones — yellow Gold plate 
over Sterling. 


A Style M-128 — Men’s 
Birthstone Ring—tlarge stone 
in center. 10 Kt. Gold sides 
Sterling Silver mounting, 
Stone comes in all colors. 


A Style M-127 — Men’s 
Ring with large Ruby color 
stone — Sterling Silver 
mounting. Stone comes in 
all colors, 


SEND NO MONEY! 


Select any ring style number 
you desire (also give second 
choice to avoid disappoint- 
ment). Send ring size (piece 
of paper or string around 
finger). When postman dee 
livers package pay him $3.98 
plus postage and C.0.D. 
charges. If you send $4.00 
Money Order or Cash with 
order we pay all postal 
charges. 


STAMMER ? 


This new 128- -page book, “Stammering, Its R ? 
describes the Bogue Unit Method 
for scientific correction of stammering and stut- 
tering—successful for 46 years. Benj. N. Bogue, 
Dept. 1192, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind. 


and Correction,”’ 


SET THis 
FREE 


800K 1 


MANY NEVER 
SUSPECT CAUSE 
OF BACKACHES 


This Old Treatment Often 
Brings Happy Relief 


Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly, 
once they discover that the real cause of their trouble 


may be tired kidneys. 


The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking the 
excess acids and waste out of the blood. They help 
most people pass about 3 pints a day. 2 

When disorder of kidney function permits DPoisone 
ous matter to remain in your | blood, it may cause nag- 
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep 
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or 
scanty passages with smarting and burning some- 
times shows there is something wrong with your 


kidneys or bladder. 


Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills, 
a stimulant diuretic, used successfully by millions 
for over 50 years, Doan’s give happy relief and will 


help 


the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poison- 


ous waste from your blood, Get Doan’s Pills. 
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Amazing 
DANCING 
DOLLS PIN 


large figure over 3” 
small figure over 2” 


BANET DEBOUKAK 


(Russian for BALLET GIRLS) 


A Chatelaine Pin That Will Make 
Your Friends Gasp! 
Here’s how. to be outstanding in your social sét. Just 
wear this amazing ballet dancing dolls Chatelaine Twin 
Pin. Large pin shows ballet girl in tiny skirt set with 
9 sparkling white rhinestones. 3 white rhinestones on 
right hand. 11 white rhinestones on wings. Large 
yellow rhinestone for head. Smaller pin is set with 3 
sparkling white rhinestones in head dress. Entire set 
—two pins with 14” of chain heavily gold plated! 
Chain contains over 100 BION S, links. Each pin made 
with safety clasp—can’t come loose! Spring this wild 
beauty on your best man! Order NOW. 
NM NEY Just mail coupon. We 

SEND NO 0 s==will rush,pins by return 
mail. Simply deposit only $4.00 with postman (C.O.D. 
charges slightly extra). We pay federal tax. Or, if you 
wish, you can save C.O.D. charge by enclosing pay- 
ment with coupon below. If not THRILLED with chate- 
laine pin, just return and your $4.00 will be refunded 
at once. Why wait? Order NOW. 
wT nen ne nn a a 
8 Michael Marra Costume Jewelry eaten 
a Dept. M-4, 240 E. 124 St., N.Y.35, N.Y. NOW 


ry Please rush ballet pins by return mail. I enclose $4.00 i 
(Check or M.O.) D 
end C.0.D. 
i Send C.0.D 
i 


I will pay postman $4 plus ee oa 


(Money back guarantee either way) 
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WE WILL PAY «YOU ‘25 


Great demand for our Birthday and all Occa- Bay wyiinteiang 
sion Cards. Sell for $1—your profit 50c; it BRT rifts 
costs nothing to try—write for samples today. 


Merit Card Co., Dept. D, 70 William St., Newark 2, N.J. 


FREE! 500 Yds. Thread! 


Beautiful new prints. Large colorful 
Pieces. 3 lbs. (18 to 22 yds.) only 
$1.49 plus postage. Sent C.O.D. 
FREE! EXTRA! Five hundred yds. 
good white #50 thread-FREE and 16 fj 
lovely quilt patterns all sent free. If (Lu 
not perfectly satisfied, just return SSS 
quilt pieces (keeping free sewing SOF 
thread and free quilt patterns for are 
your trouble) and we will refund your 
$1.49 plus all postage spent BOTH ways! 
woulbe se judge. You can’t lose. Could 
apything be more fair? Compare our offer = 
and liberal guarantee with others. Send No EPP PEEP) 
Money! Just mail a card Today. Act Now! G4SDSS=53 

REMNANT SHOP, Box 483-B, SESSER, ILLINOIS 


“The Work 


4a 
| Love 
AND $25 to $35 A WEEK! 


“T’m a TRAINED PRACTICAL 

nurse, and thankful to 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF 
NursING for training me, 
at home, in my spare 
time, for this well-paid, 
dignified work.” 
YOU can become a nurse, too! Thousands of men 
and women, 18 to 60, have studied this thorough, 
home-study course. Lessons are easy to understand 
and high school education not necessary. Many 
earn as they learn—Mrs. R. W. of Mich. earned 
$25 a week while still studying. Endorsed by phy- 
sicians. Easy payments. Trial plan. Equipment 
included. 48th year. Write now! 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 182, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Ill. 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
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even with the pain from her dangling 
foot becoming sharper every moment. 

It was bad but they made it. 

“Wheee!” Joan let out her breath in 
a long, whistling exhale when they 
were finally across and the boys sat 
down to rest a moment. The throb- 
bing in her foot subsided for the 
moment. “I must have been fast asleep 
when I crossed those rocks before. If 
I had known how scary they were—” 

“You were probably thinking you 
were walking up the aisle in English 
class—” and then Hank could have 
kicked himself for that impulse. 

Joan had stiffened. Then, slowly, she 
relaxed. Her lips softened and quiv- 
ered, and she looked down. “I guess 
you're right,’ she said, meekly. “I 
guess you're right about—about a lot of 
things, Hank. I’ve been kinda silly, 
lately. I don’t think just a few months 
makes any difference at all in people’s 
ages—but I guess twenty years is a lot 
of difference. A man, say about forty- 
four—why, he’s practically elderly, 
isn’t he?” 

“Yeah—especially Mr. Stanley Ed- 
wards.” Hank was relentless. 

It was too dark now for them to see 
the color come up in Joan’s cheeks but 
they felt her embarrassed squirming. 
“TI know—aren’t some people dopey, 
though?” 


T was clear admission of fault. It was 

conscience-stricken apology—at least 
in their language—and the boys could 
ask no more. 

“Come on—we’d better be getting 
out of here. It’s dark and we've got a 
long—hey!—look! do you see what I 


see—those torches?—they’re coming 
this way—” Pinky yelled through the 
night—‘‘Over here!—we’re over 
here!—” 


Answering shouts echoed through 
the woods and the plunging torches 
came in their direction. It was only a 
matter of minutes before they were 
surrounded by the male members of 
the Barbour family—before Joan was 
tenderly picked up and safe in Nicky’s 
arms. 

For a while no one could make him- 
self be heard. Questions, answers, ex- 
planations flew back and forth in dis- 
jointed spurts... 

“There—there—it’s all over. You’re 
safe.” Nicky cradled the girl in his 
arms and patted her shoulder. “Come 
on—let’s let the story wait until we’re 
back in the house—” 

The rest of the way seemed short. In 
no time at all they were within sight of 
the lodge and a few more steps brought 
them inside and to the fire... . the 
boys shivering as Dan and Hazel 
whisked off their heavy jackets and 
wet mittens and rubbed their sore, 
numbed wrists. 

“Bring her into the bedroom, Nicky.” 
Claudia’s voice was controlled, but her 
hands shook a little as she helped her 
daughter off with her clothes. It had 
been an anxious, terrifying half-hour 
of waiting—but the children were safe. 

“And you youngsters just decided to 
go look for her without saying a word. 
Hmmm.” Father Barbour looked at 
the two boys in front of the fire. “I 
don’t know whether to say you were 
very brave or very foolish.” 

“They found her, Henry. That’s all 
that’s important,’ Fanny reminded 
him. 

“Oh, we were just going for a 
walk—” but there was no need for that 
pretense any longer, and the two boys 
looked sheepishly at each other. It was 
rather pleasant, this being treated like 
heroes. Especially since everything was 
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“PAIN se PILES 
GOES FAST 


® Think of it! A single soothing 
ointment that speeds relief from 
those tortures of simple piles. It’s 
amazing Pazo Ointment—acts in- 
stantly to relieve pain and itching 
—soothes inflamed tissues—lubri- 
cates dry, hardened parts—helps 
prevent cracking and soreness— 
acts to reduce swelling and check 
minor bleeding. It’s wonderful! 

So, to speed this relief from itch- 
ing and pain of simple piles, get 
Pazo Ointment. Your doctor can 
tell you about it. At all druggists - 
in tubes complete with perforated 
pile pipe—also tins and handy 
suppositories. 


WRIST WATCHES FOR ALL 
SALE PF GIVEN 


Perfect time- 
keepers, Four 
whe popular models 
res > cb be 
randsome watch for your very own. Given to you for 
selling Garden Spot Seeds at. 10c per packet and. remittin 
per catalog. Nothing to buy. Send for 40 pkts seeds TODAY. 


A post card will do. 
Pancester County Seed Co., Paradise, Pa. 


DOTHACHE 7 


DUE TO CAVITY, 


Sta. 279, 


GET QUICK, amazing relief by placing Dent's Tooth 
Gum—or Drops—in cavity of aching tdoth. Follow 
directione. Cavity toothache frequently=strikes when 
you can’t see dentist. Be prepared. Ask your 


druggist for package. Keep handy for chil- 
dred too. (B 
D F N T’ TOOTH GUM 


TOOTH DROPS 


SHOW EVERYDAY GREETINGS 


imply by taking 
veryday assort= 

ment of greeting cards forA hniversaries 
Birthday, all occasions. ‘Smart—convenient 
—bargains. Friends buy gladly—pay you up 
‘to 50e¢ cash profit on big $1.00 values. Also 
PERSONALIZED Stationery;many other 
year ’round fast sellers, 60c up. Send Eedey, 
for SAMPLE ASSORTMENT on approval. 
® FRIENDSHIP STUDIOS, INC. 
341 Adams Street ® Elmira, N. Ye 


/ 995 EACH OR BOTH 
Coes FOR $2.95 


You will love to wear these 
beautiful Engagement and 
Wedding rings, set with 
sparkling simulated dia- 
monds, a perfect reproduction 
of genuine diamond rings. You 
may have the rings in yellow 
Gold-Plate or Sterling Silver. 
Send No Money 
Just send name, address and 
ring size. Pay Postman on 
delivery plus 20% TFederal 
Tax and postage charges. 

CLARK RING CO., Dept. 470, Box 5151, Chicago 
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. all right again between them and Joan. 


And Hazel brought them their sup- 
per on a tray and everyone had to hear 
the story over and over again. There 
were all the proper “oh’s” and “ah’s” at 
the right places and Margaret made a 
face at them because they hadn’t 
thought to include her in their search- 
ing party. Altogether, it was a most 
satisfying ending. 

“Well—this has been quite a day!” 
Hazel began, after the children were 
safe in bed and the older members of 
the family had again drawn _ their 
chairs up in a circle around the fire. “I 


suppose we should be grateful to Hank | 


and Pinky for not saying anything— 
the rest of us barely had time to be 
really frightened before they were 
found. I didn’t even miss Joan until 
we were eating!” 

“It?s because we were taking it for 
granted that she was somewhere 
around the lodge, curled up with a 
pea. Mother Barbour defended them 
all aos . 


“MF course, Mother. I didn’t think it 
strange that she wasn’t in the snow- 
ball battle with the rest of us. But, 
really, Hank and Pinky were quite 
brave to set off like that and find her. 
Especially when she’s been so rude to 
them,” Claudia said, ruefully. : 

Father Barbour nodded his head 
sagely. “Adults might learn a good 
lesson from the simplicity of relation- 
ship that exists between young people. 
The boys knew—or sensed—that Joan 
was just going through a natural stage 
of behavior. They didn’t like it, but I 
don’t believe there was any rancor in 
them. They may become exasperated 
with her, but in time of trouble they all 
cling together—remembering the real 
Joan who has been their playmate and 
forgetting her recent actions.” 

“May I come in?” a small voice in- 
terrupted them, and a _ hippity-hop 
from the doorway turned all their 
heads. 

“Joan—you shouldn’t be trying to 
walk.” Nicky reached the girl in two 
strides, swooping her up from where 
she stood, forlornly, like a stork on one 
leg. “Of course you may come in. 
Here’s some supper for you on a tray.” 
And he gently placed her in his own 
comfortable chair next to Claudia. 
“Here you. are—here’s a little box that 
will make a nice table for you. It has 
some books on it—I guess they’re 
Joan. What shall I do with 
them?” 

There was a glimmer of laughter in 
back of Joan’s eyes. “I don’t care. 
They’re just cluttering up the place. 
School books don’t belong on a vaca- 
tion, anyway.” 

_It was almost an audible sigh of re- 
lief that went round the circle. Then 


everyone began talking at once—tact- 
-fully accepting Joan’s 


new under- 
standing and curbing their impulse to 
speak to her directly about it. Only 
Claudia had that right. 

“So you don’t plan to sacrifice your 
youth on an altar of books, Joannie?” 

“I guess I was just showing off when 
T told Mr. Edwards I was so very in- 
terested in English literature, Mother. 
And then he gave me all those books 
and I think he was showing off, too. He 
knew I couldn’t understand all of 
them.” Seorn touched her voice. 
_“Don’t blame him,” Claudia cau- 
tioned. “Mr. Edwards is really a very 
fine teacher. I’m sure he thought your 
interest was genuine—how was he to 
— the teacher and not in 
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IT’S JUST WHAT YOU’VE BEEN WAITING 
FOR .. . this hilariously funny story of 
Harold Diddlebock, the man who committed 
the sin of security. Poor Harold was so se- 
cure in his little rut that he stopped bother- 
ing to think.” But when he stopped thinking, 
he lost his job . . . and his security. 


And right there is where the fun comes in! 
Harold, heavy-hearted and despondent, takes 
his first drink. He “loses” a Wednesday. He 
buys a bankrupt circus, complete with 37 
lions, 14 tigers, 7 bears, jaguars, pumas, horses, 
dogs, seals, ostriches, snakes, a hippopotamus, 
a giraffe PLUS a whole army of freaks. And 
he really thinks up a million-dollar idea! 


“The Sin of Harold Diddlebock”, novelized 
by Harry Hershfield, is a Bart House “Film 
Hit Novel of the Month”. This delightful 
story with the unexpected ending is from the 
Preston Sturges production of the same name, 
starring Harold Lloyd as Harold Diddlebock 
and Frances Ramsden as Miss Otis. A Cali- 
fornia Pictures Corporation film released 
through United Artists. 


NOW ON SALE AT ALL NEWSSTANDS 


25° 


“THE SIN OF 
HAROLD DIDDLEBOCK" 
READ THE NOVEL e 
SEE THE PICTURE 


Now Playing at your Favorite Theatre 


A NEW KIND OF EXCITING READING 
ENTERTAINMENT 


GREAT BOOKS FROM GREAT SCREENPLAYS BY LEADING NOVELISTS oom 


HOLLYWOOD POSTURE..VIVACIOUS CURVES 


New Zest for Life 
Instantly Yours . . with 
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For Posture . . For Health 
For GLAMOUROUS FIGURES 


Glamour Belt  slenderizes 
immediately, and actually 
helps reduce your waist, 
hips and abdomen. 
Good posture is the secret 
of a truly lovely figure, and 
Glamour Belt has been 
scientifically designed to 
support your back and ab- 
domen to improve YOUR 
osture without discomfort ! 
his scientific support also 
helps relieve tiredness. You'll 
really FEEL like enjoying 
life with your new figure. 
Even your clothes will look 
more glamourous! seen 
Glamour Belt brings you 
beauty with comfort. No 
binding, no riding up or 
down . . elastic garters — 
perfect support for stock- 
ings, too. 
Soft, sturdy . . . Glamour 
Belt is light weight (weighs 
less than 8 ounces), easily 
laundered, easily worn. 
Send for your Glamour Belt 
today! You'll love the way 
Glamour Belt slenderizes and 
the ‘freshened up’’ feeling 
you have when you wear it. 
Money-back guarantee if 
you’re not satisfied. 


USE THIS HANDY COUPON 


Interstate Stores Co., Dept. 17 

Owenshoro, Ky. 

Please send me. Glamour Belt at $2.50 each. 
(check one) Cash [] Money Order (] Check [] ¢.0.D. 
My waist measure is My hip measure is 
Name. 

Address, 
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We pay postage if remittance is enclosed. 


PREMIUMS 


GIVEN! iT MONEY NOW! 


Just send name and adoress. Ladies! Girls! Men! Boys! 
Wrist watches, pocket watches, alarm clocks, food chop- 
pers, blankets—many others in catalog or Cash Commis- 
sion. SIMPLY GIVE beautiful art pictures with well 
known White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE sold to friends 
and neighbors at 25c box (with picture) and remit 
amount called for under premium wanted in catalog sent 
with order postage paid by us. Be First! Write for order 
SALVE and pictures sent on trust to start—52nd year. 
; WILSON CHEMICAL CO., Dept. 65-56, TYRONE, PA. 


Ugly BLACKHEADS 


OUT IN SECONDS 
: Keep your com- Se 
plexion free of e 
Blackheads this 
new way — look 
attractive 
instantly ! <= 


Try VACUTEX 


Blackhead-Remover 
The amazingly effective 
Vacutex extracts Blackheads 
automatically — WITHOUT 
squeezing the skin or injur- 
ing tissues. Easy to use with 
three fingers. It reaches 
AY Blackheads anywhere. Try it 
teed ih ~ . 10 days and if not delighted, 
y © return VACUTEX and your 

& money will be refunded, ep 
AT YOUR DEALER OR USE COUPON 


10 DAY TRIAL COUPON 


i BALLCO PRODUCTS CO., Dept. A-3302 ] 
~ R 19 West 44th St., New York 18, N. Y. 
z | (1 Enclosed find $1. Send postpaid. 
(J Send C.0.1. I will pay postman $1 plus postage; 
$1 refund if not delighted. ] 
$F 
SORRY, _NO_C. 0. D's OUTSIDE U.8_A. 
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Joan gurgled a little, chuckling. “I 
know—but all the time I was lying 
there in the snow, I kept thinking: if 
it hadn’t been for my being so wrapped 
up in the Lady of the Lake.I couldn't 
see where I was going, I wouldn’t have 
been the lady in the snow. And I 
missed the snow fight this afternoon! 
Just think—two whole days of the 
holiday gone and now I have a sprained 
ankle and I can’t have any fun tomor- 
row, either!” 

No need now for anyone to labor the 
point. No need for glances exchanged 
in silence. Joan was herself again; or 
at least she was over a hurdle—“ready 
for the next,” Claudia thought half 
ruefully, half relievedly. 

Father Barbour had overheard. He 
turned to Cliff. “The penalty almost 
sons too harsh for the crime, doesn’t 
ite 

Cliff sighed, but, judging from the 
moody look on his face, the sigh was 
for himself as well. “As the boys say, 
Dad—you don’t know the half of it. 
Remember when the phone rang this 
evening—” 
ioned wall set above their heads, with 
its handle for cranking— “Remember 
that I thought it was our ring here— 
two long and three short? Well, it was. 
And it was for me, The rest of you 
were too busy getting ready to find 
Joan to pay any attention.” 


al ee who would be calling you here 
in the mountains?” 

“The only one who knew I was here, 
Mr. Ezra Allenby—the old fox! Waited 
until I was enjoying his hospitality 
and then asks for a favor—a favor 
he knows very well I would say no 
to in a minute, any other time. Ezra 
Allenby may call it just a good busi- 
ness turn, but I call it a shady deal. We 
both happen to know that the old 
Hunter farm out near Sky Ranch is be- 
ing considered for an airport site. We 
were told in confidence and Hunter, 
himself, knows nothing about it. The 
Hunter family are having a hard time, 
financially, and are thinking of selling. 
I was hoping they’d hold on until the 
airport plans were settled—it would 
mean a good price for them. : 

“Now Allenby wants me to talk the 
unsuspecting Hunter into selling to 
him, cheap. They’re friends of mine 
and they would trust me, so old Ezra 
wants me to do his dirty work.” 

There was distaste on Father Bar- 
bour’s face. “Do you mean our host is 
expecting you to connive in cheating a 
friend of yours?” 

“Oh, don’t worry, Dad, IF shan’t do it. 
But my accepting Allenby’s hospitality 
without any caution on my part, puts 
me in an awkward position. I shall 
just have to work my way out of this, 
somehow. Don’t tell the others—let 
them enjoy themselves.” . 

There was much that Father Bar- 
bour could have said, but the sight of 
his son’s dejection stopped him. He 
glanced from that face to another one, 
a pretty one—but sadder and wiser— 
on the other side of the hearth. . 

Then he chuckled. “It would seem 
to me, Clifford, that I remember your 
making a remark to the effect that age 
brings experience and that you had 
passed the time of having to learn the 
hard way. I frankly see little differ- 
ence between your mistakes and pun- 
ishments and those of the younger 
generation. As I started to say the 
other night, age is no proof against 
mistakes.” 

Then he added, hastily. “Except, of 
course, in a man of my years!” 


indicating the old-fash-- 


IF YOU ae FALSE TEETH 


... THEN. YOU NEED 


,EZO DENTAL CUSHIONS 


FOR GREATER EATING COMFORT 


PLATE USERS 


‘ Sore 
nes Step? 
and Clicking 
Fit Snugger® 


Is not 2 Po Will 


te. 
nor Pat 'to plate. 


ASK FOR UPPER OR LOWER IN ORDERING 
SEND 50c FOR 10 LOWERS 
SEND 50c FOR 8 UPPERS 
(No Stamps Please) San 
MINIMUM ORDER OF EITHER KIND 50¢) 


EZO PRODUCTS CO, 
Box No. 9306, Dept. R84, Phila. 39, Pa. . y 


WHY WEAR 
DIAMONDS 


When diamond-dazzling Zircons 
fromthe mines of far-away mystic 
Siam are so effective and inexe 
pensive? Thrilling beauty,stand 
acid, true backs, fulige SRE 
Exquisite mountings before 
os buy. Write for 


‘REE catalog. f 
National Zitcon FRE! EI 

Ou, ept. “4 
Wheeling, W.Va. : 


Would YOU Like 
a 


STEADY INCOME? 


$10 to $50 EACH WEEK! 


There’s money all around you 
—easy money! Help yourself to 
some of it NOW! It’s simple— 
costs you nothing but your spare 
time. Just help your neighbors 
and friends by taking care of 
their subscriptions for them for 
all magazines! 


You can easily make $10 to-$15 
a week for your spare time, pos- 
sibly $50 for full time by taking 
subscription orders. Write today 
without delay for full partic- 
ulars. Address: 


-MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC. 

Dept. RM. 2-47 
Bartholomew Bidg., 205 E. 42nd St. 
New York 17, N. Y. 


elsiajele vole es cies isle ee ce eMONC. .o00 ) 


mEMOLoOot ccide habepeanestelber 


The prayers of the most worthy people often 
fail. Why? The unworthy often have the great- 
est health, success, riches and happiness. The 
best, smartest, and most industrious people 
often have only pain, poverty andsorrow. Why? 
Thirty years ago, in Forbidden Tibet, behind the 
highest mountains in the world, a young English- 
man found the answers to these questions. His 
eyes were opened by the strangest mystic he met 
during his twenty-one years of travels in the Far 
East. Sick then, he regained health. Poor then, 
he acquired wealth and world-wide professional 
honors. He wants to tell the whole world what 
he learned, and offers to send a 9,000-word trea- 
tise, FREE, to everyone who asks promptly. It 
is afirst step to the Power that Knowledge gives. 
Noobligation, Write for your FREE copy today. 


INSTITUTE of MENTALPHYSICS, Dept.286-B 
213 South Hobart Blvd., os Angeles 4, Calif. 


Show beautiful 14-card $1.00 assort- 
ments of Birthday, Get-Well, Easter 
cards; also Baby Congratulations, 
Sympathy cards, manyother big values. 
Quick sales...easy profits. Write 
today for amazing SAMPLE OFFER! 


WETMORE & SUGDEN, INC. 
749 Monroe Avenue, Dept. 5-X, Rochester 2, N. Yo 


Deésiwareo HAIR 


Temporary relief Panter enough—you want 


Only by KILLING ee HAIR ROOT can you 
be sure your unwanted hair has gone FOR- 
EVER. The Mahler Method—used_success- 
fully all over the world for over fifty years 
—positively enables you to do this in the 
privacy of your home. It brings relief_and 
social happiness long denied you. . . Send 
TODAY for illustrated booklet, 
LER’S, Inc., 

1. 


Greeting 
Cards 
SZ 


6c in stamps 
“‘New Charm for Madame.”’ a 
Dept. 587B, E. Providence, R. 


laviticHawaiian Guitey es 
WO MUSICAL KNOWLEDCE REQUIRED 


FREE Instructive Recording. 3 Intro- 
ductory Lessons $100. Pay — GAs 
postman $100 plus postage and C. 0. D.Ga—= 
charge or send $1.00 direct. Transpose your Nort 
own popular music. For information write- 3 


‘D. F. FASSETT GUITAR SYSTEM, Dept. M27 Zax 
9313 S. Figueroa, Los Angeles. 3, Calif. 


MORNING COUGHS 


Why start the day with hawking, ‘“‘morning coughs” 
due to nose and throat congestion caused by colds, 
sinus, and catarrh? Try this “‘old stand-by meth- 
od’’ that thousands for 69 years have used... 


HALL’S TWO METHOD TREATMENT. 
Leosens and helps clear up phlegm-filled throat and 
cits Masal congestion or money back. Ask your druggist. 
Lge Write for FREE Vitamin and Health Chart today! 
F. J. Cheney &*Co,, Dept. 82. Toledo, Ohio. 


2 FREB 2 
' SHOWING FABRICS 


Write me, and Pll send yon this big package o 
actual nae fabrics and style presentation 
ABSOLUTELY FREE. You'll see gor- 
geous, newest style dresses —lovely 
Png ee HOnIery, men’ eon 
ks—all at LOW PRICES. 
. eke orders fom Enends 
and make money in one tim 
GET FREE SA MPLES! 
Rend namigney fone ab Rao naue 
Ree Seana le sapere It’syours 
. Rush name, address now, 


THE MELVILLE CO., Dept. 4257, ‘GINCINNATI 3, OHIO 
0 ee 
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s CHECKED /N A JIFFY 


| Sufferers from the torturing itch 
caused by eczema, pimples, scales, 
scabies, athlete’s foot, “factory” itch, 

and other itch troubles are praising 
Cooling, liquid D. D. D. Prescription. 

This time-proved medication—devel- 

oped by Dr. D. D. Dennis—positively 
elieves that cruel, burning itch. 

‘ Greaseless and stainless. Soothes and 
comforts even the most intense itching in a jiffy. A 

_ 35c trial bottle proves its merits or your money back. 

_ Ask your druggist today for D.D. D. Prescription. 


Radio Mirror 


Homemaker 
(Continued from page 57) 


dish add 4% cup diced cooked potatoes. 


Top with an egg, and cook beneath . 


broiler flame until eggs are set, when 
tomatoes will be done and potatoes 
heated through. Serve with a salad of 
alligator pear halves, their centers 
heaped with pomegranate seeds, a few 
drops of lemon or lime juice squeezed 
over. 

A native of Athens gave me the 
recipe below for eggplant. 


Eggplant with Basic Sauce 
Basic Sauce 
2 cups eggplant, pared and. 
cut into half-inch cubes 


Prepare basic sauce as directed, add 
eggplant when adding green peppers 
and cook until eggplant is tender. Add 
tomatoes last and simmer until toma- 
toes are done. If desired, add eggs, one 
per serving, and scramble lightly. Fol- 
low the same directions for the two 
variations I recommend, substituting 
for the eggplant, zucchini, the green 
Italian squash, or the small yellow gar- 
den squash. 


Indian Curry with Rice 

Basie Sauce 
1 medium apple, diced small 
2 thls. minced raisins or currants 
1 to 2 thls. curry powder 
1 tsp. cornstarch 
1 can chicken or beef consomme 
2 cups cooked lean meat, chopped or diced 


Prepare basic sauce as usual, adding 
apple and raisins when adding toma- 
toes. Cook until apples are tender. 
Combine curry powder and cornstarch 
and rub into sauce, blending well. This 
makes a very dry mixture, so use a 
very low flame and blend rapidly to 
avoid scorching. Add consomme slow- 
ly, stirring till smooth, and simmer 
over low flame until sauce begins to 
thicken. Add meat and cook until meat 
is heated thoroughly. Serve in a ring 
of cooked rice, or if rice is unavailable, 
cooked potatoes which have been run 
through a ricer. Shrimps or hard 
cooked eggs may be used in place of 
meat. 


Chinese Pepper Meat 


1 Ib. beefsteak (chuck, round or flank) 
or 1 beef heart 

1 cup flour 

1% tsp. salt 
¥% tsp. pepper 

2 green peppers 

2 large onions 

4 tbls. margarine 

Sauce: 
1% tsp. 
¥ tsp. 


celery seed 
ground cloves 
1 tsp. turmeric 

¥% tsp. ginger 

4 tsp. mustard 


1% tsp. salt 
Juice half a lemon 


1% cup boiling water 
2 tomatoes 

*Cut beef (or veal or lamb) into 
strips. Salt, pepper and flour each 
piece. Cut peppers and onions into 
strips. Saute meat in margarine, using 
heavy skillet over a low flame. When 
meat has browned, add peppers and 
onions. Measure sauce ingredients into 
saucepan. Simmer together 5 minutes. 
Pour over meat in frying pan, add 
tomatoes which have been cut into 
strips and cook over low flame until 
tender, about 30 minutes. Serve with 
rice or riced potatoes. 


NEXT TIME YOU FEEL 


4 HEADACHE 


COMING 


“BC” FOR QUICK RELIEF FROM 
HEADACHES, NEURALGIC PAINS 
AND MUSCULAR ACHES—10cand25¢. 


Caution: use only. as directed. 


iaileyvit Everyday Cards 


Easy to Sell $1.00 Assortments 


Your friends will be thrilled by these ovely 
greetings for Birthdays, Anniversaries, etc. 

h, 14 gorgeous folders sell for$l. Youmake big 
gah rofit. stationery, other assts. retail 60¢ 
rite for 14-card eet Was on tote Baa 


DON'T DYE 
GRAY HAIR 


until you try Mary T. Gold- 
man’s Gray Hair Coloring 
Preparation. Thisfamous 
“Color Control’ method 
gives hair the lovely, appeal- 
ing color you desire, quickly 
? —or solgradually even close 
}@ friends won’t guess your 
secret. 

» So simple! Safe! Sure! 

Comb this clear liquid 
through your gray, bleached or faded hair. 
Watch ‘“‘Color Control’ action give your 
hair the youthful-looking shade you want. 
Pronounced harmless by medical authorities 
(no skin test needed). Won’t harm wave or 
hair texture. 50 year favorite of millions. 
Now help yourself to lustrous hair beauty 
easily—in the privacy of your home! 

Buy a bottle today! Sold on money-back 
guarantee by drug and department stores. 
Or if you prefer, order direct from Mary T. 
Goldman Co., St. Paul 2, Minnesota. Send 
$1.92 (includes tax) for regular size, mailed 
postpaid in plain wrapper. State color de- 
sired: Black, Dark Brown, Medium Brown, 
Light Brown, Blonde, Auburn. 
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western village.. 
read and widely. . 


—Columbus Citizen. 


“Lillian Smith has laid open a 
Southern town with a_ razor- 
sharp pen and done to it what 
‘Kings Row’ did to the mid- 
. it wil 
. and once 
begun certain to be finished,’’ 


Never Before Such Wonderful Acclaim! 


“An important book by any 
Standard; one of the most im- 
portant novels to come out in 
years.’’—New York Times. 


1 be 


*‘A beautifully told love story 

. one of the finest, most sen- 
Sitive novels of the season.’’— 
A. C. Spectorsky, Chicago Sun. 


*« «Strange Fruit’ is powerful, 


heart - wrenching, 


know, 
know. 


I want to take advantage of 
your -sensational introductory 
offer to send me free the out- 
standing best seller ‘‘Strange 
Fruit,’’ and at the same time 
(and also FREE) become a 
fully-privileged member of 
The Fiction Book Club. I un- 
derstand that each month I 
will be offered a new and 
opular best-seller at only 
61.39 (plus a few cents post- 
age)—savings to me of $1 to 


NAME 
Please Print Clearly 


ADDRESS. 


CITY. 
Zone No. (if any) 
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challenging 
. a story of what people 
but do not want to 
It must be read 
everywhere.’” — Akron 
Beacon-Journal. 


= Send No Money! Mail Coupon! oun 


YOURS FREE—"STRANGE FRUIT” 


The powerful novel everyhody’s talking about 
The FICTION BOOK CLUB, 31 West 57th St., New York 19. N.Y. 


(In Canada, 266 King St. West; Toronto.) 


‘Everyone should read this book. 
Everyone who does will read it 
again and tell everyone else to 
read it. It is an absorbing novel 
of high literary merit, terrific 
and tender.’’—Boston Globe. 


$2 on each book from _ the 
regular price of the publish- 
er’s edition. (The current 
selection is “NIGHT AND THE 
CITY’’—sensational $2.50 best 
seller.) However, I can accept 
or reject monthly selections as I 
please. My only agreement is 
to purchase 6 of the entire 
year’s offerings. Rush my free 
copy of “Strange Fruit’’ and 
begin my club service with 
current selection. 


STATE 


RM-2 
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“It is an honest book... and 
it is beautiful. It will be widely 
and intensely discussed, and it 
will be remembered.’’ — Los 
Angeles Times. 

© ‘Strange Fruit’ is one of the 
Season’s most engrossing novels 
« . - Shows us hope in the strug- 
gle against bigotry.’’ — Phila- 
delphia Record. 


“One of the best books I have 


ever read . . . thoroughly 
Sympathetic and  under- 
standing.”’” — Cleveland 


Plain Dealer. 


| i | ! Over 700,000 good Americans have gladly paid $2.75 for 
this passionate novel in the publisher's many editions— 
and thousands more will buy it in the days ahead... 


NOW... for aimited time only 
ITS YOURS 


when you join The Fiction Book Club 


“A passionate novel about two decent 
people impossibly in love. Make no mistake 
about it, to read ‘Strange Fruit’ is an emotional 
experience,”’ says Lewis Gannett, famed critic 
of the N. Y. Herald-Tribune. 


Those few words from Lewis Gannett’s long and 
enthusiastic review tell very simply why more than 
700,000 men and women have already bought 
“Strange Fruit’’—all at the original price... why mil- 
lions have read it...and why you won’t want to miss 
it, especially when you can read and own this famous 
$2.75 best seller absolutely FREE—as an introductory 
gift to new members of The Fiction Book Club. Just 
mail the coupon below NOW! 


You'll never forget this tender story of the 
fove of Tracy Dean and Nonnie Anderson! 


“Strange Fruit” tells the innermost secrets of its 
amazingly “‘real’’ characters...deals with the things 
people are afraid to talk about, the things hidden 


away in bureau drawers and locked in troubled 
hearts. Yes, “Strange Fruit” will open your eyes and 
—your heart—as it reveals the passions, hypocrisies, 
loves and hates of the men and women of a small 
Southern town...as it shows you what happens to 
this town’s white and colored children when they 
emerge from childhood into a 
world where color is a pitiless 
barrier between human beings. 


Thrill to the fearless and pene- 
trating way ‘Strange Fruit’ 
reveals shocking truths! Be spell- 
bound with its unforgettable 
power as one of the most drama- 
tic love stories of all times! Take 
advantage of this opportunity to 
get “Strange Fruit” FREE as a 
ee Conton NOW Book Fruit,” the best-seller 


A_GREAT WRITER! 
A GREAT AMERICAN 


Lillian Smith, courageous 


hor of ‘‘Strange 


now offered you FREE! 


Membership is FREE in The FICTION BOOK CLUB 


---and you get all these Money-Saving advantages too! 


You will be sent immediately 
FREE your copy of the best- 
seller ‘‘Strange Fruit’’ when you 
mail the coupon. You'll also 
become a member of The Fiction 
Book Club with your choice of 
the club’s monthly best-seller 
selections and you'll get these 
four big advantages, too: 


1. You save $1 to $2 on every book! 
Fiction Book Club contracts for big 
special editions—prints from orig- 
inal plates and in return for mass 
distribution, authors accept lower 
royalties. These savings are passed 
right on to you. You save $1 to $2 
on every book you get. And you get 
the best-seller, “‘Strange Fruit,’’ 
FREE as an introductory gift! 


CURRENT SELECTION! 
that powerful best-selling 
new novel by Gerald Kersh 


“NIGHT AND THE CITY” 
now $2.50in publisher’ s edition 
only $1.39 to Club Members 


- MAIL COUPON 


2. You get outstanding new books! 
Selections are made only after 2 
careful study of current books from 
all publishers. From these reports 
of top-quality novels at $2.50 to 
$3.50, our editors select the avail- 
able books that are ‘‘the cream of 
the crop.’’ No guess-work. No 
opinions. Fiction Book Club selec- 
tions are always outstanding best- 
sellers... books by leading authors 
... brand-new, full-size, cloth-bound 
books you will be proud to own. 


3. You pay no special dues or fees! 
No trick obligation clauses. You 
simply agrge to accept any six of 
the twelve outstanding books offered 
in a year. You do not have to accept 
every book offered—just those you 
decide you want after you have read a 
detailed description well in advance. 


4. You’ll find plan so simple and 
easy! If you decide you don’t want 
the book simply notify us not to 
send it. Otherwise simply do noth- 
ing, and it will be mailed to you. 
For each monthly selection YOU 
decide you want you pay just $1.39 
plus a few cents postage. 


SO ACT NOW! 
Get your FREE copy of “‘Strange 
Fruit’’— the book everybody’s 
talking about and all the con- 
veniences and savings of free 
Fiction Book Club membership ! 
But hurry—offer is limited! It’s 


first come — first served. Mail : 


coupon NOW to The Fiction 
Book Club, 31 West 57th St., 
New York 19, N. Y. 


From the sinister shadows of the underworld comes this 
passionafe and revealing story of two young lovers caught in 
the vicious cross-currents of night life, and corruption. 
Often shocking — always fascinating! ... If you like tough, 
straight-forward, tensely dramatic reading, you’Jl surely like 


this terrific best-seller. ‘“Wonderful to read,”’ 


says Saturday 


Review of Literature. ‘‘Novel you won't forget.’’—Chicago Sun. 


NOW! HURRY ... OFFER LIMITED! 


| / YOU JUST CAN'T IMAGINE AN 
6” EASIER PART-TIME WAY To 


® — ae 


without cost! 


va .and get all your own dresses as a bonus 


; Ies really astonishing—this unbelievably easy way to earn good money 
4 quick! You make up to $18, $20 and $25 in a week, and also get your own 
lovely spring dresses without a penny of cost! You don’t have to invest any 
money—all you do is take orders for FASHION FROCKS—famous Holly- 
wood-inspired creations in rich fabrics and exquisite tailoring, yet surpris- 
ingly low in price. You take these orders when and where you please, from 
friends and neighbors. We deliver and collect — you get paid om the spot! 

And, in. addition, you receive all your own dresses as a bonus! 


é NO CANVASSING—NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 
tyle 837 


| An Evergrand crepe This wonderful offer is open because we must have more repre- 


ee pepe crcer dark sentatives to introduce a great added feature of FASHION FROCKS 
—striking new styles personally designed by the lovely screen star, 
Constance Bennett, “one of the world’s ten best-dressed 
women.” Miss Bennett, idolized for her magnificent style 
sense, now designs dresses exclusively for FASHION 
FROCKS. Millions of women will want these Con- 
stance Bennett creations. They'll welcome your 
presentation of the big, colorful FASHION 
FROCKS Portfolio featuring Constance Ben- 
nett originals and scores of other appealing 
models for as little as $3.98. And since 
FASHION FROCKS cannot be bought in 
stores, women must come to you if they want 
to be admired for wearing these magnificent styles. Style 809 
Door-to-door canvassing is wnnecessary! And, as for ex- A peek-a-boo charm- 
> i g 3 er highlighted by 
perience, you simply don’t need it for work that’s as special side interest. 
easy as this! Our special plans help you make exceptional 
weekly earnings such as $28.84 made by Claude Burnett, 
Ala., or $27.10 made by Marie Patton, III. 


EVERYTHING FREE — RUSH COUPON 
Warning! Since news of Constance Bennett’s 
FASHION FROCKS has gotten around, our 
openings are being filled fast. Don’t wait an- 
other minute—mail the coupon vow for all the 
details of receiving the valuable Presentation 
Portfolio FREE. Paste coupon on a postcard if 
you wish, but make sure it’s mailed today! 


FASHION FROCKS, Inc. 
Desk 42039 Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


THESE FASHION FROCKS 
ARE PRACTICALLY TWINS OF 
THOSE | CREATED FOR MY PERSONAL 

USE AT $200 TO $300 EACH. | AM 
PROUD TO PRESENT THEM AT LESS THAN 
ONE-TENTH THOSE PRICES 


. 


Style 812 


A candy-stripe 
cotton with big 
sleeve news. 


| 

| ... glamorous star of stage, screen 
| and radio. One of the world’s 10 
best-dressed women, she designs ex- 
| Clusively for FASHION FROCKS. 


FASHION FROCKS, Inc. 
Desk 42039, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


YES—I am interested in your opportunity to make money 
in spare time and get my own dresses without a penny of cost. 
Send me full information, without, obligation. 


Name 
Address 
Gaby Ee EES ON e. 


State. 


According to a recent Nationwide survey: 


ORE DOCTORS SMOKE CAMELS 
THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE 


@ Like the rest of us, doctors smoke for pleasure. Their taste recog- 
nizes and appreciates full flavor and cool mildness just as yours does. 


And when 113,597 doctors were asked to name the cigarette they 
smoked, more doctors named Camels than any other brand. 


Three nationally known independent research organizations con- 


ducted the survey. They queried doctors in every branch of medicine. R, J. Reynolds 


Tobacco Co., 
Winston-Salem, 
North Carolina 


T for Taste... 
T for Throat... 


@ Taste and Throat...your “T-Zone” 
... that’s your proving ground for 
any cigarette. 

See how your own critical taste 
responds to the rich, full flavor of 
Camel’s choice tobaccos. 
Tobaccos of uncompromis- 
ing quality ... tobaccos 
blended in the fine, tra- 
ditional Camel way. 

See how your throat 
reacts to the cool mild- 
ness of Camels. 

See if Camels don’t 
suit your “T-Zone” 
(a) fa, EY 


